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THE    ELOPEMENT. 


CHAPTEK   I. 


What  a  time  for  hope  is  spring — gay  smiling 
spring  I  She  comes,  with  her  bright  green  garb^ 
to  enliven  all  nature  after  the  bleakness  of 
winter,  and  the  sweet  songs  of  her  warblers  in- 
^vite  us  to  rejoice.  It  is  the  peculiar  season  of 
the  young — the  season  of  joyful  anticipations — 
the  ^summer  with  its  varied  pleasures  is  in 
prospect;  the  cold  sterility  of  winter  is  forgotten 
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in  this  sweet,  budding  time ;  and  hope,  that 
blessed  accompanier  of  youth,  is  busy  in  looking 
forward  to  joys  to  come. 

The  27th  of  April,  in  the  year  our  tale  com- 
mences, was  as  lovely  a  spring  day  as  ever 
shone  forth  to  gladden  the  earth ;  it  was  a  day 
which  had  been  eagerly  anticipated  by  the 
family  at  Coomcame  Park ;  a  day  that  was  to 
bring  to  a  happy  home,  a  young  and  beloved 
daughter ;-— the  sunset  of  this  beauteous  day  had 
come,  and  never  did  a  fairer  scene  appear  than 
that  which  welcomed  the  young  Charlotte 
O'CarroU  to  her  fatherland,  after  three  years 
absence  at  a  Parisian  school;  the  trees  and 
hedges  were  in  their  fresh,  spring  clothing,  and 
the  extensive  park,  through  which  the  avenue 
wound,  looked  like  a  flower-garden,  so  bedecked 
was  it  with  cowslips  and  primroses,  and  blue- 
bells ;  yet  Charlotte,  dearly  as  she  used  to  love 
culling  those  sweet,  hedge  flowers,  thought  now 
only  of  reaching  that  home  where  she  would 
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be  greeted  with  many  a  fond  and  loving  wel- 
come* The  drive  through  these  familiar  grounds 
seemed  the  longest  she  had  ever  taken,  so 
anxious  was  she  to  reach  those  dear  relatives, 
and  on  arriving  at  the  house  she  sprang  from 
the  carriage,  which  conveyed  her  and  her  father, 
at  the  risk  of  breaking  at  least  her  leg. 

^^  A  thousand  welcomes,  dearest  Lotta,"  ex- 
claimed her  mother  who  awaited  her  arrival  at 
the  hall  door ;  folding  her  in  a  long  and  ten- 
der embrace — and  there  were  her  brothers 
and  sisters,  her  former  governess,  and  all  the 
old  servants  collected  together  to  bid  their 
favorite  welcome.  And  was  not  Charlotte 
hi^py  ?  Did  she  think  she  could  ever  cause 
those  beloved  ones  a  moment's  uneasiness? 
She  was  again  at  home  among  her  childhood's 
scenes,  now  emancipated  from  all  school  control, 
and  blessed  with  fond  and  indulgent  parents ; 
and  she  was  a  warm-hearted  girl,  devotedly 
attached  to  her  family. 
b3 
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That  night,  ere  she  retired  to  rest,  she  de- 
voutly thanked  the  Almighty  Disposer  of  all 
events  for  having  so  abundantly  blessed  her 
with  this  world's  best  gifts. 

The  next  morning  dawned  in  summer  bright- 
ness, and  with  many  joyful  anticipations  of 
pleasure,  Charlotte  hastened  to  meet  her  family 
assembled  in  the  breakfast-room.  A  play-day 
was  willingly  granted  to  the  children,  and 
before  evening  she  had  explored  every  well 
known  haunt  of  her  childish  days ;  her  old 
favorite  dog,  Tim,  who  with  true  canine  saga- 
city had  recognised  her,  was  reinstalled  as  at- 
tendant of  her  rambles ;  her  pony,  grown  too 
old  for  use,  was  caressed  and  fed;  and  Charlotte 
returned  to  join  a  merry  dinner  party,  believing 
there  was  not  a  happier  girl  in  Ireland. 

Mr.  O'CarroU,  the  grandfather  of  our  heroine, 
was  the  only  child  of  an  Irish  gentleman  of  a 
very^respectable  Catholic  family,  and  poor  as 
most  Koman  Catholics  were  during  the  last  cen- 
tury.    He  had  married  very  young,   and    on 
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his  father's  death  sold  off  the  remnant  be  pos- 
sessed of  his  ancestors'  estates,  and  went  with 
his  family  to  reside  in  Spain.  Here,  by  a  series 
of  successful  speculations  as  a  merchant,  he 
amassed  a  large  fortune.  An  epidemic  fever, 
which  raged  in  Madrid,  where  Mr.  O'Carroll 
and  his  family  resided^  cut  him  off  in  the  prime 
of  life,  and  his  widow  did  not  long  outlive  him. 
Their  only  surviving  child,  Henry,  was  sixteen 
when  he  lost  his  parents,  but  in  his  guardian, 
Don  Manuel  de  Solis,  his  father's  particular 
friend)  he  found  a  second  parent ;  ke  finish- 
ed his  education  under  his  directions,  lost 
his  heart  to  the  young  and  beautiful  Camilla  de 
Solis,  his  only  child,  and  then  was  sent  to 
travel. 

After  a  lengthened  tour  through  Italy, 
Switzerland,  Germany,  and  France,  he  passed 
a  year  in  Ireland,  and  seeing  advertised  for 
sale  a  large  property  which,  in  former  days, 
had  belonged  to  his  family,  he  became  the  pur- 
chaser, repaired  and  enlarged  the  ancient  dwel- 
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ling  place,  returned  to  Spain,  asked  and 
obtained  the  band  of  Camilla,  brougbt  bis  bride 
to  ber  new  borne,  and  tben,  blessed  witb  every 
comfort,  tbey  lived  in  bappiness  surrounded  by 
a  youtbful  and  promising  family. 


THE  ELOPEMBNT. 


CHAPTER   II. 


Mr.  O^C  arboll  was  a  man  of  singular  amiabil- 
ity of  oharacter,  yet  possessed  of  every  manly 
and  honorable  feeling ;  a  fond  husband,  and  a 
good  father,  firm  in  the  discharge  of  what  he 
thought  right ;  yet  indulgent  to  his  children 
almost  to  a  fault. 

Mrs.  O'CarroU  had  all  the  soft  feelings  of  a 
southern,  with  sufficient  energy  to  muke  her  a 
most  attentive  wife  and  mother;  devotedly 
attached  to  her    husband  and  children,  their 
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wishes  were  laws  to  her — her  beauty  had  been 
famed,  and  her  children,  of  which  she  had  five, 
retained  traces  of  their  Spanish  origin  in  the 
brightness  of  their  dark  eyes,  and  finely  formed 
features. 

Manuel,  the  eldest,  was  at  the  time  this  tale 
commences,  just  entering  his  twentieth  year; 
he  was  a  talented,  kind-hearted  young  man, 
with  a  degree  of  indolence  of  character ;  and 
unfortunately  for  the  indulgence  of  this  dis- 
position, his  future  prospects  precluded  the 
necesssity  of  any  exertion,  for  he  was  heir 
to  his  maternal  grandfather's  wealth. 

Charlotte,  the  heroine  of  our  tale,  had  just 
completed  her  seventeenth  year ;  she  was 
peculiarly  her  father's  idol,  perhaps  from  the 
very  fact  of  her  being  an  exact  likeness  of 
what  her  mother  had  been,  when  she  won  his 
young  affections.  She  was  beautiful  in  the 
strictest  sense  of  the  word,  and  with  that  true 
charm  of  beauty,  a  seeming  unconsciousness 
of  its  possession ;  her  features  were  all  moulded 
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in  perfection's  mould,  and  her  blithe  and 
very  intellectual  countenance  was  rarely  decked 
but  in  smiles;  yet  her  feelings  had  all  that  depth 
and  quickness,  so  characteristic  in  most  Irish 
girls.  She  was  sensitive,  with  a  warmth  of 
attachment  to  her  friends,  yet  withal  a  little 
inclined  to  self-will :  this  self-will,  however, 
would  show  itself  in  so  amiable  a  light  that 
one  could  not  help  loving  the  feeling  that 
often  prompted  her  to  take  the  part  of  an  absent 
friend,  though  that  friend  was  in  the  wrong, 
or  persisting  in  disbelief  of  the  discovered 
imposition  of  a  mendicant,  who  with  a  tale  of 
sorrow  had  moistened  her  eyes.  Her  temper 
was  sweet — ^her  education  had  been  most  care- 
fully attended  to — and  now,  on  her  entering 
the  world — a  world  replete  with  so  many 
charms  to  her — she  felt  as  if  to  live  were  in- 
deed a  pleasure.  Her  joyous  hopes  of  happi- 
ness amid  her  home  circle  were  about  to  be 
realised — she  had  no  cares  for  the  future — it 
was  an  unknown,  uncared  for  time,  the  pre* 
B  5 
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sent  then  sufficed  her,  and  she  felt  perfectly 
happy. 

Henry  O'CarroU,  Charlotte's  second  brother, 
was  two  years  her  junior,  a  sweet,  intellig^it 
boj,  with  surpassing  talents,  almost  too  pre- 
cocious for  his  years,  yet  playful  and  innocent 
as  a  mere  child.  Delicacy  of  health  made  his 
father  remove  him  from  an  English  College, 
where  he  had  been  studying  with  much  ardor, 
and  where  he  had  gained  the  reputation  of 
great  talent.  He  was  Charlotte's  favourite — 
her  correspondent  during  her  ''exile,"  as  he 
termed  her  school  days,  and  now  to  be  her 
companion  in  all  her  walks  and  rides. 

The  two  youngest  children  were  Mary  and 
Camilla,  both  lively  and  pretty,  and  very  fond 
of  their  governess.  Miss  Maldon,  who  had  lived 
in  the  family  since  Charlotte  was  three  years 
old.  She  was  a  quiet  and  unassuming  person, 
performing  her  duties  with  affection  and  ex- 
actness, and  rarely  needing  punishment  for 
her  pupils. 


THB  ELOPEMENT.  11 

Coomcarne  Park,  the  residence  of  this  happy 
family,  was  situated  near  the  ocean,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  a  large  town,  in  the  south-east 
of  the  province  of  Monster.  The  demense 
was  very  extensiye,  and  beautifully  diversified 
by  hill  aad  dale^  and  these  again  by  woods  and 
green  fields.  A  river  meandered  through  the 
grounds,  by  means  of  which  a  large  lake  had  been 
formed.  This  was  surrounded  by  thick  woods, 
except  at  one  point,  where  a  sloping,  green 
lawn  edged  its  bank ;  the  avenue  wound  round 
at  this  spot,  and  nearly  at  the  water's  brink  was 
erected  a  large  summer  house,  adorned  by 
every  variety  of  creeping  plants.  The  woods 
had  thriven  surprisingly  near  the  sea  side 
— walks  and  drives  had  been  cut  through 
them,  and  nature  here,  liberal  in  her  gifts,  had 
been  seconded  by  art  in  making  Coomcarne 
Park  a  most  delightful  residence.  The  father 
loved  it  as  the  ancient  territory  of  his  family ;  and 
the  children  all  agreed  in  thinking  such  another 
place  could  not  be  found  in  the  world ;  even 
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Mrs.  O'Carroll,  despite  the  olive  groves  and 
sunshine  of  her  native  land,  preferred  it  to 
any  spot  on  earth,  from  the  dear  associations 
connected  with  it.  There  she  had  come  as  a 
bride — there  she  had  lived  as  a  happy  wife 
and  mother — all  the  improvements  around  had 
been  made  under  her  directions,  and  it  was  her 
home — Who  does  not  feel  what  a  speU  there: 
is  in  that  sweet  word  ? 
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CHAPTER    in. 


A  month  had  passed  quickly  over  Charlotte's 
head  in  the  calm  enjoyment  of  a  country  life, 
when  her  father's  birth'-day  approached,  and 
on  that  day  it  was  determined  to  give 
a  ball  at  Coomcame^  at  which  she  should 
make  her  debut  in  the  gay  world.  The  neis^h^ 
bourhood  was  thickly  inhabited  by  many 
respectable   families,  and   the  large  town   of 

W was   but  two   miles   distant:     being 

a   depot,   a    regiment  was  always  quartered^ 
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SO  invitations  were  alone  wanting  to  insure  a 
good  attendance.  These  were  sent  out,  and 
very  joyfully  did  Charlotte  anticipate  the  plea- 
sures of  her  first  ball.  What  young  girl 
entering  life  as  she  did,  that  would  not  feel 
similarly  I  The  week  before,  all  was  gay  pre- 
parations— the  children's  school-room,  an  im- 
mense, airy  room,  was  metamorphosed  into  a 
ball  room — the  dining-room  into  a  supper- 
room — and  the  drawing-room,  library,  and 
music-room,  were  appropriated  to  reception 
rooms. 

The  eventful  day  at  length  arrived,  and  after 
an  early  dinner  Charlotte  and  Henry  strolled 
out  towards  the  green-house  to  gather  bou- 
quets—this they  found  locked. 

*'  Ah,"  exclaimed  Henry,  ^'  old  Peter  thinks 
to  save  all  his  fine  flowers ;  the  like  of  which 
are  not  to  be  found  on  Ireland's  ground," 
added  he,  mimicking  the  old  man's  voice.  ^^  In- 
deed, Lotta,  I  saw  he  was  greatly  dis- 
mayed this  morning  seeing  Miss  Maldon  and 
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yoa  catting  every  flower  you  could  find  in 
the  gardens.  He  hopes  to  preserve  his  fine 
plants  here  I  suppose  from  the  hands  of  you, 
ruthless  spoilers,  but  come,  we  have  ample  time, 
let  us  walk  to  his  cottage,  and  get  the  key,  for 
flowers  rU  have." 

So  saying  he  took  Charlotte's  hand,  and 
together  they  gained  old  Peter's  cottage,  which 
was  near  the  ocean.  Peter  appeared  to  their 
summons,  but  no  persuasions  of  Henry's  could 
induce  him  to  deliver  the  key.  He  would 
willingly  go  himself,  and  give  the  **  sweet 
ladies"  plenty  of  the  best  of  flowers,  the 
like  of  which  are  not  to  be  found  on  Ireland's 
grounds. 

^^  So  my  mother  thinks,"  said  Henry,  ^'  so 
pray,  Peter,  let  her  not  be  without  a  fine  nose- 
gay this  evening,  for  Mrs.  Garden,  who  has 
the  most  beautiful  flower  garden  in  Munster, 
is  to  be  here,  and  I  fancy  she'll  have  flowers 
far  finer  than  yours." 

"  Finer  than  mine,"  cried  old  Peter  indig- 
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nantly,  "  why  then,  Master  Henry,  I  beg 
leave  to  differ  with  you  ;  for  you  see,  sir,  Mr. 
Waring,  her  head  gardener,  is  noways  as  know- 
ledgeable a  man  as  I  am ;  and  what  makes  fine 
flowers— only  the  knowledge  of  the  culture  like. 
He'd  trate  an  inion  and  a  Hoya  Carnosa  just 
in  the  same  way  I'm  sure — the  Englisher  in- 
deed !  But  we'll  see — we'll  see  whose  flowers 
are  best :"  and  away  the  old  man  hobbled,  and 
Henry  laughing  said — 

"  Now,  Lotta,  allow  I  have  gone  the  surest 
way  to  secure  you  the  finest  bouquets  for  the 
evening ;  and  as  I  have  so  skilfully  attacked 
Peter's  weak  side  for  your  vanity's  sake,  you 
must  come  round  by  the  shore  with  me,  it  will 
only  lengthen  our  walk  about  half  a  mile — you 
need  take  but  a  very  short  time  to  adorn  your 
pretty  person." 

It  was  a  lovely  evening,  and  as  the  young 
ones  walked  along  the  sandy  beach  both  seemed 
to  enjoy  the  scene  in  silence.  Henry  was  the 
first  who  broke  it. 
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"  Charlotte,''  said  he,  "  do  you  know  these 
beaatiful  scenes  in  nature  always  make  a  feel- 
ing  of  sadness  creep  over  me.  I  feel  at  times 
a  vague  dread  that  I  shall  be  soon  called  from 
them — ^a  dread,  I  say,  for  life  seems  so  full  of 
enjoyment,  yet  how  oflen  do  we  see  the  young- 
est, and  gayest,  and  fairest,  snatched  from  this 
earth." 

'*0h,  dearest  brother,"  exclaimed  Charlotte, 
^^  allow  not  these  melancholy  forebodings  to 
dwell  in  your  thoughts  such  an  evening  as  this. 
Think  only  on  all  we  have  to  make  us  happy." 

'^  I  feel  it,  dear  Lotta,"  answered  he,  ^^  and 
to-night  you  will  see  me  the  gayest  of  the 

gay-" 

The  tide  was  rising,  so  they  hastened  on,  and 
reached  the  spot  where  they  intended  turning 
homewards — here  a  rustic  seat  had  been  con- 
structed under  a  spreading  beech  tree,  and 
Henry  seated  himself,  declaring  he  felt  fatigued; 
— Charlotte  followed  his  example  with  a  look 
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of  tender  anxiety  at  her  brother's  flushed 
cheek.  The  boundless  ocean  lay  before  them, 
decked  with  many  a  sail ;  from  the  graceful 
yatch,  with  its  snowy  sails  and  colours  flying, 
to  the  dingy  looking  trading  ship,  and  heavy 
hookers ;  the  songs  of  the  sailors  came  cheerily 
across  the  bosom  of  the  tranquil  sea,  the  sur- 
face of  which  sparkled  in  glassy  peacefulness, 
except  near  the  shore,  where  the  swell  rising 
broke  along  the  beach  in  one  long  line  of 
foam. 

^^  I  love  to  gaze  on  the  tranquil  ocean,"  said 
Charlotte.  "  I  never  can  see  it  without  think- 
ing of  the  delight  sailors  must  feel  when  a 
calm  succeeds  a  dangerous  storm." 

^^  And  I,"  exclaimed  Henry,  ^'  love  to  look 
on  a  rough,  boisterous  one ;  it  is  then  the  ocean 
is  seen  in  its  majesty,  and  the  Almighty 
Power  that  rules  the  winds  and  waves,  admired 
and  adored.  Now,  Lotta,  mark  that  swell  or 
wave  approaching  the  beach.    Do  you  see  its 
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smooth  surface  gilded  by  the  sun's  rays?  And 
now  observe,  when  it  rises  to  its  full  height  all 
is  dark  on  this  side,  and  now  it  breaks,  and 
bursting  flows  angrily  to  the  shore ;  that  is 
a  true  picture  of  human  life,  dear,  the 
tranquil  and  bright  time  of  happiness,  the 
darkness  of  sorrow,  and  the  roughness  of  ad- 
versity. Such  is  too  often  this  world's  change. 
Oh,  my  dearest  sister,  may  your  life  be  un- 
checkered  and  unclouded  by  grief—"  tears 
gathered  in  the  young  speaker's  eyes. 

"  Henry,"  said  Charlotte,  *'  your  low  spirits 
are  infectious — we  must  delay  here  no  longer 
— come  to  where  happiness  awaits  us  in  its 
most  endearing  form— we  have  lingered  too 
long." 

They  rose  and  gained  the  green-house  where 
old  Peter  had  despoiled  many  a  goodly  plant 
and  shrub  of  its  beauteous  blossoms.  Char- 
lotte made  three  bouquets,  reserving  some 
rose-buds  and  sprigs  of  myrtle  for  her  father's 
and  brothers'  button  holes.     She  then  hastened 
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to  her  room,  and  assisted  by  her  foster  sister, 
Ellen  Connor,  who  had  been  raised  to  the  rank 
of  her  waiting  maid,  made  her  toilette ;  and 
certainly  never  was  toilette  completed  with  less 
vanity  and  more  joyous  feelings. 
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CHAPTER   IV. 


Charlotte  entered  her  mother's  dressing- 
room,  but  this  was  deserted,  and  gaily  trip- 
ping to  the  ball-room,  there  found  her  with 
Miss  Maldon,  busy  in  directing  where  the 
lights  should  be  placed  ;  she  presented  her 
bouquets,  and  received  an  affectionate  embrace 
from  each,  with  a  fond  wish  that  this  ball  might 
be  the  commencement  of  a  long  and  happy 
life, 

Mrs.   O'Carroll   looked  yet    a   very   lovely 
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Woman,  and  she  gazed  in  silent  admiration  at 
her  beautiful  daughter.  Charlotte  was  verj 
simply  attired,  in  white  crape^  and  bj  her 
father's  desire  she  wore  no  ornament  whatever ; 
her  figure  was  slight,  but  graceful,  and  she 
moved  with  ease  and  animation. 

*'  Lotta  dear,"  said  Mr.  O'Carroll,  entering 
the  room,  ^'  you  are  as  simply  dressed  as  ever 
was  pretty  puritan  of  yore ;  let  me  try  how 
these  would  look  ;"  and  he  opened  a  small  box 
he  had  in  his  hand,  and  took  from  it  a  beautiful 
pearl  necklace,  which  he  clasped  on  her  neck ; 
and  fondly  he  kissed  his  darling  child,  wishing 
her  many  pleasant  balls.  *^  Here,  Camilla," 
said  he  to  Mrs.  O'Carroll,  **  is  your  part  of  the 
present  to  our  dear  Charlotte,"  and  he  held 
out  a  case  containing  ear-rings,  a  brooch,  and 
bracelets  to  match  the  necklace. 

^^  Dear  mamma,"  said  Charlotte,  ^'  how 
pleased  I  am ;  and  see,  here  are  your's  and  my 
dear  father's  pictures  fastened  to  these  bracelets 
— these  indeed  I  will  value  doubly — how  good. 
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how  kind  of  70a  both.  I  must  show  them  to 
Henry,"  and  she  hastened  to  seek  her  favorite. 

She  found  him  leaving  her  room,  where  he 
had  been  seeking  her,  and  she  showed  her 
parents'  gifts. 

**  Give  me  your  hand,"  said  Henry,  and  she 
ungloved  a  hand  and  arm  of  exquisite  sym- 
metry, "  wear  this  little  ring  for  my  sake," 
continued  he, ''  until  some  one  that  loves  you 
*  for  better  for  worse'  gives  you  another." 

'*  I'll  always  wear  it  for  your  dear  sake," 
answered  she,  '^  and  111  always  love  you  as 
dearly  as  I  do  now." 

*^  You  say  so  now,  dearest  girl,"  replied 
Henry,  "but  a  few  years  will  prove  the  warmth 
and  capaciousness  of  that  tiny  heart— come  now 
for  there's  the  hall-door  bell  ringing,  let  us  try 
if  there  will  be  any  one  in  the  ball-room  to- 
night you  will  bestow  it  upon — perhaps  young 
Charles  Cardon — or  William  Masterton  !"  and 
laughingly  they  descended  together. 

What  a  wise  and  kind  dispensation  of  Provi- 
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dence  is  that  which  shuts  the  future  from  our 
eyes — very  surely  Charlotte  would  not  have 
enjoyed  this  ball  had  she  known  the  sad  reali- 
ties that  awaited  her  after  life. 

The  guests  all  quickly  arrived,  and  it  was  a 
gay  and  brilliant  [scene.  The  Irish  resemble 
the  French  far  more  than  they  do  the  English 
in  their  manners  and  disposition — get  intro- 
duced to  one  of  the  latter,  whether  lady  or 
gentleman,  at  a  ball,  and  if  she  or  he  be  not  of 
a  peculiarly  lively  character,  you  will  find  it 
rather  difficult  to  thaw  the  reserve  you  encoun- 
ter; to  look  at  them  sometimes  in  a  ball-room 
you  would  fancy  they  had  come  there  to  show 
how  solemn  and  stately  they  could  appear  amid 
the  gayest  scenes.  Meet  an  Irish  girl,  or  an 
Irish  gentleman,  and  before  you  are  acquainted 
ten  minutes  you  will  feel  like  an  old  acquain- 
tance ;  not  that  either  are  forward  in  their 
manners,  but  their  natural  liveliness,  the  ease 
of  their  conversation,  and  often  their  native 
talents  will  amuse  and  please  you. 
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Dancing  commenced,  and  was  kept  up  with 
much  spirit ;  Charlotte  was  introduced  to  many 
partners,  all  anxious  to  win  the  favor  of  the 
yonng  dibutant ;  some  even  hoping  to  call 
her  their  own,  for  the  sake  of  her  fortune 
which  was  supposed  to  be  large,  for  gentlemen, 
despite  romance,  will  too  often  marry  for 
money. 

Among  those  that  paid  her  the  most  marked 
attention  was  Charles  Cardon,  an  only  son,  and 
considered,  according  to  the  gossips  of  the  town 
of  W y  a  very  good  match.  Most  assidu- 
ously did  he  court  her  favor,  he  saw,  though 
with  a  feeling  of  chagrin,  that  Charlotte's  smiles 
were  dispensed  alike  to  alL 

The  announcement  of  supper  caused  general 
regret.  In  going  to  the  supper-room  Charlotte 
was  stopped  by  the  crowd,  and  near  the  doorway 
drew  baick  to  let  the  gu6sts  all  enter  before 
her;  she  was  standing  by  Manuel  when  her 
attention  was  attracted  by  the  sound  of  her 
name  pronounced  in  a  strange  voice  before  her^ 

VOL.  I.  c 
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She  looked,  and  saw  two  young  officers,  with 
whom  she  had  danced,  seemingly  deep  in  con- 
versation, 

'^  Well,  Harvey,"  said  one,  "  I  saw  you  were 
evidently  smitten  by  Miss  O'Carroll's  charms, 
I  watched  you  very  attentively  as  you  were 
dancing  with  her.  What  were  you  talking 
about  so  confidentially  ?" 

*^  Jealous,  by  the  Gods,  I  believe  you  are, 
Walhouse,"  replied  Harvey,  "  however,  be  not 
alarmed,  our  ^  sweet  converse'  ran  on  the 
Emerald  Isle,  which  I  even  lauded  to  the  skies; 
for  I  have  not  dwelt  so  long  among  the  ^  Wild 
Irish'  as  not  to  know  how  to  win  a  fair,  Irish 
lady's  smiles.  Their  devotion  to  their  coun- 
try amounts  to  idolatry." 

"  In  praising  the  country,  Harvey,"  ques* 
tioned  Walhouse,  **  I  hope  you  did  not  forget 
your  admiration  of  all  its  natural  beauties; 
and  then  you  could  have  thrown  in  some  hints 
of  the  Milesian  blood — ^the  Spanish  eyes,  &c. 
It  were  a  pity  to  lose  the  opportunity  of  say- 
ing something  that  would  have  made  a  lasting 
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impression.     The  one  who  first  talks  of  love 
to  a  young  girl  is  sure  to  succeed." 

^'  Credit  me,"  said  Harvey,  ^'  these  Irish 
girls  have  more  depth  of  sense  and  feeling  than 
a  casual  observer  of  their  lively  manners  would 
infer.  Speak  to  them  on  any  rational  subject, 
and  you  will  find  them  far  more  conversible 
than  our  English  girls — touch  on  flattery,  or 
love,  or  any  subject  that  a  short  acquaintance 
does  not  warrant,  and  you  will  find  them  as 
distant  and  formal  as  our  most  prudish  dames. 
Do  you  remember  the  lines  of  that  poet  of 
nature,  Moore  ?  I  feel  as  if  I  should  like  to 
be  his  countryman,  when  I  read  his,  sometimes, 
exquisite  poetry : — 


"  In  Bngland  the  garden  of  beauty  is  kept, 

By  a  dhr^gon  of  prudery,  placed  'vnthin  caU ;.« 
Bat  80  oft  this  unamiable  dragon  has  slept, 

TbtA  the  garden's  but  carelessly  watched  after  alL 
Oh  I  they  want  the  wildi  sweet-briery  fence 

Which  round  the  flowers  of  Erin  dwells ; 
Whidi  warns  the  touch,  while  winning  the  sense,— 

Nor  charms  us  leaiA,  when  it  most  repels." 

c  3 
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'*  Bravo,  Harvey,''  exclaimed  his  companion. 
**  Miss  O'Carroll  has  certainly  inspired  you  to- 
night ;  you  are  first  philosophical,  and  secondly 
poetical — however,  I  think  neither  the  one  nor 
the  other  would  secure  this  lady's  favour ;  for, 
believe  me,  the  present  race  of  young  ladies 
will  never,  if  they  can  help  it,  make  a  mere 
love  match  ^^  k  ban  vieitx  temSj^  for  that,  when 
my  grandmother,  an  heiress,  eloped  with  her 
husband,  a  penniless,  younger  son,  like  my- 
self—" 

"  As  it  is  in  your  family,"  urged  Harvey, 
"  you  ought  to  try  your  luck  with  this  fair 
Charlotte.     I  will  resign  all  claim  on  her." 

"  Thank  you  in  my  sister's  name,"  said 
Henry  gaily,  who  had  joined  Charlotte  at  the 
conclusion  of  this  conversation,  '^  and  she  begs 
as  a  favour,  if  either  of  you  expect  even  a 
smile  from  her,  that  you  will  forthwith  move 
into  supper,  and  there  forget  all  the  efibrts  she 
has  caused  you  both."  , 

He    led  the    way,    and    the   young    men  I 

I 
I 
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followed,  looking  rather  confused.  Charlotte 
merely  treated  it  as  a  joke,  yet  determined 
if  ever  she  married  it  should  be  for  love. 
With  regret  she  saw  the  guested  depart,  and 
she  felt  sorry  that  such  pleasant  hours  were 
passed  without  recall. 

^*  I  shall  often  enjoy  as  gay  balls,"  thought 
she,  as  she  retired  to  rest,  and  slept  soundly, 
undisturbed  by  dreams  of  future  ilL 
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CHAPTER  V* 


The  next  two  months  passed  very  gaily  to 
Charlotte,  for  all  the  neighbouring  families 
that  had  seen  herd^ut,  in  her  homecirde, 
were  anxious  to  see  her  enjoy  herself  in  others, 
and  parties  followed  parties.  Mrs.  Cardon 
was  the  first  to  welcome  the  young  ^1  into 
public  life: — she  was  an  English  lady,  who 
resided  near  Coomcame  Park  and  had  mar- 
ried Major  Cardon,  for  the  sake  of  having 
a   house  of   her   own.     Her   wish   was  to 
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settle  in  England,  for  her  husband  was  wealthy, 
but  he  would  not  hear  of  suob  a  plan ;  so  they 
came  to  Ardglohane,  his  &mily  place,  near 
Coomcame,  which  deedgnation  on  her  husband's 
death  Mrs.  Caidon  immediately  changed  into 
Gardon  HalL  ^e  had  two  children  — 
a  son,  Charles  Cardon,  lately  of  age,  and  a 
daughter  Amelia,  some  years  his  senior*  After 
her  husband's  death  she  continued  to  reside  in 
Ireland,  for  though  her  son  inherited  a  small 
estate  in  England^  she  forfeited  her  jointure  if 
she  allowed  him  to  sell  or  let  his  Irish  property. 
She  was  quite  a  woman  of  the  world,  deter- 
mined her  children  should  be  well  married, 
and  when  she  saw  Charlotte,  and  knew  she 
possessed  a  good  fortune,  she  resolved  no  effort 
of  hers  should  be  wanting  to  win  her  for  her 
son;  for  this  reason  most  anxious  was  she  to 
pay  Charlotte  every  attention. 

Charles  Cardon,  already  introduced  to  our 
readers,  was  like,  many  young  men  with  in- 
dependent fortunes,  who  become  early  their 
own  xnasters,  possessed  of  a  super-excellent 
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opinion  of  himself,  and  firmly  persuaded  no 
young  lady,  whom  he  deigned  to  smile  npon, 
could  refuse  the  offer  of  his  hand.  He  was  well 
looking,  but  bearing  about  him  an  appearance 
of  self-conceit,  and  affectation  of  manner. 
Educated  entirely  in  England,  he  jMrofessed  to 
contemn  everything  Irish;  yet  when  he  saw 
the  young  Charlotte  he  was  forced  to  aeknow* 
ledge  to  himself  that  though  Irish,  she  was 
almodt  faultless.  He  determined  to  ridicule 
her  brogue,  which  he  persisted  in  saying  she 
must  have ;  but  he  found  her  accent  and  pro- 
nunciation 80  correct,  that  the  very  Irishisms 
in  her  speech,  with  her  sweetly  modulated 
voice,  he  could  not  help  admiring.  He  fell  in 
love  then,  or  fancied  he  did  so — and  very 
many  young  men,  we  know,  often  mistake  the 
fancy  for  the  reality.  In  real  life,  when 
time  hangs  heavily  on  the  hands  of  the 
present  race  of  idle,  indolent  young  men,  how 
often  do  they  ^^  get  up  a  flirtation,"  as  they 
call  it,  to  kill  time — how  thoughtlessly  they 
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trifle  with  a  young,  inexperienced  girl'saffections, 
who  unless  she  be  gifted  with  uncommon  sense 
and  penetration  beyond  her  years,  will  mistake 
their  nonsense  for  honest  attachments,  and  too 
frequently  give  her  first  and  best  affection,  where 
it  meets  no  return;  her  first  essay  then 
of  lovers  proves  a  bitter  trial ;  and  from  an  art- 
less, amiablci^  confiding  girl,  she  becomes  a  flirt 
— a  coquette.  Oh  flirting  I  flirting  I  thou  art 
sometimes  a  cruel  pastime — the  amusement  of 
the  hour  makes  many  kindly  feelings  to  be  for- 
gotten, and  one  that  thinkingly  would  not  be 
guilty  of  an  ill-natured  action,  sacrifices  at 
thy  shrine  in  thoughtless  folly,  many  sighs, 
and  perhaps  tears  I 

Amelia  Garden  was  an  imitation  in  manners 
of  her  brother  Charles,  yet  with  even  less  of 
feeling  than  he  had,  for  women,  when  wordly 
minded,  possess  less  feeling  than  men;  they 
hav6  the  paltry  passions  of  envy  and  vanity, 
which  the  very  manliness  of  the  other  sex 
makes  them  seldom  indulge  in.  Amelia  was 
c  6 
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pretty  and  fashionable  looking,  and  she  entered 
the  gay  world,  determined  it  should  not  be 
her  fault  if  she  did  not  make  a  good  match. 
Bank  and  riches  were  her  ambition;  but  she 
flirted  most  indiscriminately  with  all  the  mar- 
riageable offices  quartered  in  W ,  and  she 

even  sometimes  condescended  to  try  and  in- 
duce Manuel  O'Carroll  to  enter  t\^  list  of  her 
admirers ;  but  Manuel  was  one  who  cared  not 
for  a  pretty  face,  and  Henry  often  laughingly^ 
observed  that  Manuel  would  never  be  married 
unless  he  got  «6me  kind  lady  to  ask  him, 
^'  wait"  he  would  say  ^'  until  Amelia  Garden  is 
some  years  older,  and  shell  do  the  needful  for 
you,  provided  always  that  neither  Duke,  Earl, 
nor  Viscount  turn  up  to  her  share  in  the 
meantime." 

Mrs.  Cardon  called  one  afternoon  at  Coom- 
came,  and  learning  that  Charlotte  was  very 
fond  of  music,  proposed  that  they  should 
have  a  morning  concert  during  ihe  ensuing 
weeL 
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*'  Several  of  the  officers  in  W are  good 

moaicians/'  said  she,  *'  particularly  Captain 
Harvey,  and  I  will  engage  their  services^  you 
will  come  to  us  early— say  one  o'clock  on  next 
Tuesday — ^and  after  the  concert  we  shall  have 
luncheon." 

The  O'CarroU's  readily  consented,  and  Char- 
lotte, never  £mcying  she  should  be  asked  to 
play  or  sing,  was  delighted  at  the  prospect  of 
this  concert,  for  she  really  loved  music,  and 
also  she  liked  any  little  gaiety  as  much  as  any 
young  lady  of  seventeen  ever  did. 

Mrs.  Cardon  arranged  a  programme  of  the 
music,  and,  with  a  very  polite  note,  gave  it 
to  Amelia  to  send  to  Charlotte. 

Amelia  on  her  first  introduction  to  Charlotte 
had  taken  a  dislike  to  her;  she  beheld  in 
her  a  powerful  rival,  particularly  when 
she  found  she  was  far  her  superior  in  musical 
attainments ;  and  when  her  mother  gave  the 
programme  of  the  concert  to  her,  she  resolved 
that,  for  that  day  at  least,  she  would  eclipse 
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Charlotte's  performance,  she  burned  the  biUet, 
and  intended  giving  Charlotte  the  programme 
on  her  arrival  at  Cardon  Hall,  hoping  her 
mother  would  be  too  much  engaged  with  her 
numerous  guests  to  question  Charlotte  about 
the  note,  which  was  one  merely  requesting  she 
would  practise  some  of  the  pieces  of  music,  and 
the  songs  marked  in  the  programme,  as  she 
hoped  for  her  assistance. 

The  day  came,  and  all  the  company  punctu- 
ally assembled  in  the  large  drawing-room  at 
Cardon  Hall.  Charlotte  was  seated  near  Henry 
at  a  window  anxiously  expecting  the  com- 
mencement. Miss  Cardon  advanced  towards 
her,  and  giving  her  a  programme  said, 

"  Of  course.  Miss  O'Carroll,  you  know  all 
this  music,  and  we  hope  you  will  aid  our  hiun- 
ble  efforts  by  your  musical  talents,"  saying  this 
she  hastened  away  to  speak  to  some  other  guests. 

Charlotte  blushed  deeply,  and  turning  to 
Henry  said  in  a  low  voice, 

"  Now,  dear  Henry,  it  is  very  provoking  that 
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she  should  expect  me  to  play  or  sing ;  and  look, 
there  is  scarcely  a  piece  here  I  know — the  first 
I  can  play  certainly^  but  not  one  of  those 
Italian  songs  do  I  sing.    What  shall  I  do  ?" 

^'  Take  courage,  sister  mine,"  answered 
Henry,  ^^  Mrs.  Cardon  is  too  great  a  friend  of 
yours  to  ask  you  to  exhibit  to  disadyanti^, 
and  here  she  comes  all  smiles  and  bows." 

'<  Dear  Miss  O'CarroU,"  said  Mrs.  Cardon, 
taking  her  hand  very  kindly,  '^  I  know  I  can 
trost  to  your  kindness,  so  will  you  allow  me  to 
conduct  you  to  the  musicians.  Or  perhaps 
your  brother  will  accompany  you — ^you  see 
they  are  preparing  to  commence,  and  we  trust 
you  will  not  think  it  a  trouble  to  gratify 
us." 

'^  Indeed,  Mrs.  Cardon,"  replied  Charlotte 
rising,  *'  I  shall  be  very  happy  if  I  am  able  to 
oblige  you,  but  in  this  programme  there  are 
only  two  pieces  I  know  at  all,  the  first  and 
last  but  one ;  these  of  course  I  will  play  with 
pleasure,  if  you  please,  but  if  you  would  allow 
me  to  listen  I  should  be  delighted*" 
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^^  Only  know  two  pieces,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Cardon,  «*  surely,  dear  Miss  O'CarroD,  with 
your  musieal  talents  you  had  ample  leisure  since 
Friday  last  to  learn  alL  I  sent  you  the  pro- 
gramme then." 

^^  I  did  not  get  it,  I  assure  you,"  said  Char- 
lotte. 

^  Some  mistake  then  must  haye  occurred," 
answered  Mrs.  Cardon,  the  truth  flashing  on 
her  mind,  for  she  knew  her  daughter  weU,  but 
she  was  too  discreet  to  hint  at  it.  ^'  Uoweyer, 
my  dear  girl,"  added  she,  ^^  you  will  play 
those  pieces  you  do  know,  and  perhaps  bye 
and  bye  &Yor  us  with  one  of  your  exquisite 
Irish  melodies." 

Charlotte  rose  and  followed  Mrs.  Cardon 
towards  the  end  of  the  room,  where,  round  the 
piano  and  harp,  were  assembled  the  performers. 
'*  Miss  O'Carroll  can  play  this  overture, 
Amelia,"  said  her  mother  to  her  in  rather  a  low 
Toice,  ^^  and  another  piece  too — and  then 
she  will  sing  one  of  her  native  melodies  instead 
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of  those  Italian  songs,  and  I  hope  she  will  far 
surpass  you,"  added  she  in  a  whisper. 

Amelia  threw  back  her  head  with  a  slight 
sneer,  and  sat  down  to  the  piano — Charles 
Cardon  arranged  the  harp'for  Charlotte — and, 
takmg  np  his  flute,  the  concert  commenced. 
A  Tery  great  contrast  certainly  existed  between 
those  two  girls — Amelia  was  most  fashionably 
dressed,  and  sat  at  the  piano  with  a  most  self- 
satisfied  air — ^Charlotte  was  very  simply  attired 
in  white,  she  had  taken  off  her  bonnet,  and  her 
long  curls  half  shadowed  her  very  beautiful 
face,  her  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  harp,  and  she 
seemed  very  timid,  but  soon  her  musical  taste 
made  her  foi^et  it,  and  she  played  with  ex- 
quisite skill  and  feeling.  Amelia  rose  from  the 
piano  with  annoyance. 

At  Mrs.  Cardon's  request  Charlotte,  joined 
by  Henry,  sang  that  beautiful  song  of  Moore's, 
'*  on  music^arranged  in  the  melodies,  their  voices 
were  sweet  and  accorded  well ;  they  both  sang 
with  thrilling  pathos,  and  retired  to  their 
seats  amid  the  loudest  plaudits. 
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Amelia'fl  best  and  finest  Italian  songs  were' 
almost  unheeded  after  tbe  beautiful  Irish  girl's 
melody,  but  Charlotte  was  relieved  and  delighted 
when  she  found  herself  again  at  home ;  whilst 
Amelia  felt  how  unsuccessful  her  plan  had  been, 
and  in  her  brother's  praises  of  Charlotte's  per- 
formance was  continually  reminded  of  her  own 
failure. 
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CHAPTER  VL 


DuBiNo  an  evening  ramble  through  Coomcame 
Park,  after  dinner  on  this  day,  Henry  proposed 
to  his  mother  that  she  should  get  up  some  fiU 
for  the  next  week. 

'^  You  know,  dear  mother,"  said  he,  '^  I  must 
be  off  to  college  next  month,  as  I  am  so 
robust  now.  Let  us  have  something  gay 
before  I  go,  for  decidedly  a  morning  concert  is 
not  yery  pleasant." 

'( I  am  most  willing,  dear  boy,"  replied  his 
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mother,  '^  to  gratify  yoU|  and  I  am  certain  so 
is  your  father.  Are  you  not,  Henry  ?^  asked  she 
of  her  husband,  on  whose  arm  she  was  leaning. 

"  Indeed,  love,  I  am,"  said  Mr.  O'CarroU, 
'^  but  suppose  we  give  our  consent,  and  let  the 
young  people  arrange  it  as  they  please — let 
Lotta  be  the  queen  of  the  feast,  and  Manuel 
and  Henry  be  her  stewards,  what  say  you, 
darlings?" 

'^  Oh,  father,"  answered  Henry,  ^  it  would 
be  just  the  thing,  and  if  we  get  up  something 
yery  pleasant  we  will  invite  you;  and  I  propose 
we  do  not  let  you  know  until  two  days  before ; 
we  can  send  all  our  invitations  then,  for  formal, 
long  invitations  are  detestable." 

*^  Do  as  you  please,  dear  children,"  said  Mr. 
O'CarroU,  ^^  and  I  think  if  you  all  went  now 
and  held  a  consultation  together  in  the  summer- 
house  it  would  be  your  very  best  movement, 
— we  will  not  be  curious." 

Away  bounded  Henry,  followed  by  Charlotte 
and    Manuel^  to    the    summer-house,  where 
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they  coDTersed  a  long  time  together;  and 
when  thej  came  back  not  one  word  could  their 
father  extract  from  them  relating  to  their 
plans,  except  a  conditional  promise  of  hearing 
something  very  important  on  the  following 
Saturday. 

^^  Bemember,  I  will  pay  all  the  expenses, 
of  this  entertainment,  my  little  queen,"  said 
Mr.  O'CarroU,  wishing  Charlotte  good  night, 
^and  take  my  advice — ^have  it  as  soonjas  possi- 
ble, for  delays  are  dangerous." 

^^  And  recollect,  Lotta,  that  you  can  giro 
any  directions  you  please  to  the  housekeeper," 
added  her  mother,  '^  and  I  promise  not  to 
faiow  anything  about  it." 

^  Where  are  you  going  so  early?"  asked 
Mr.  0*Carroll  of  Charlotte,  whom  he  met  next 
morning,  immediately  after  breakfast,  in  her 
riding  habit. 

"  That  is  a  secret,  dear  father^"  replied  she 
laughing,   as   she  joined    her  brothers,  who 
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were  waiting  bdow  stairs  for  her,  and  very 
gaily  they  all  cantered  off. 

Their  destination  was  a  beautiinl  glen,  about 
two  miles  distant  from  Coomcame  Park,  near 
which  Charlotte's  nurse  had  a  very  comfort- 
able farm-house.    The  country  was  peculiarly 
wild  round  theglen,  when  it  suddenly  changed^ 
and  a  spot  of  great  fertility  succeeded  the 
barrenness.    This  oasis  in  the  desert  was  entered 
by  an  old,  ivy-dad  bridge,  which  crossed  a  large 
and  rapid  rirer.    The  road  wound  round  by  the 
riyer's  edge,  and  on  one  side  of  it  was  a  steep 
ascent,  thickly  wooded  with  magnificent  oak 
and  ash,  hoUy  and  birch;  the  varied  tints  of 
which  contrasted  beautifully  with  each  other; 
with^  here  and  there  a  fantastically  shaped  rock 
clothed  with  ivy  and  many  coloured  saxifrages, 
varying  the  scene ;  while  at  the  other  side  of 
the  noisy  stream  were  occasional  green  patches, 
sloping  towards  the  river,  and  beyond  these 
the  woods  rose  on  a  gradual  ascent,  which 


THE  ELOPEMENT.  45 

formed  the  second  side  of  the  glen.  The 
young  eqaestrians  quietly  pursued  their  way 
tbrough  this  romantic  pass,  with  only  occasional 
exdamations  on  its  beauties.  They  had  passed 
about  half  a  mile  through  it  when  they  reached 
nurse  Connor's  house  ;  situated  on  the  mill 
side,  and  before  it  a  grassy  bank  sloped  towards 
the  river — here  they  alighted,  and  after  re- 
freshing themselves  with  a  draught  of  milk, 
proceeded^  led  by  Henry,  a  few  hundred  yards 
from  the  cottage,  to  the  spot  they  had  come 
to  visit  It  was  a  small  green  open  to  the  river 
in  front,  and  surrounded  on  the  other  sides  by 
thick  woods,  whilst,  scattered  on  its  surface, 
large  oak  trees  spread  their  branches,  and 
shaded  the  spot. 

^'  Will    not   this  suit   us  exactly  ?"    asked 
Henry.     **  Under  those  beautiful    trees    our 

tables  shall  be  spread." 
^'  It  is  indeed  a  lovely  spot,"  said  Charlotte, 

''  and  the  river  has  such  a  refreshing  sound 

tumbling  over  those  rocks." 
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^'  I  never  saw  a  place  better  chosen,"  ob- 
served ManneL  ''  I  give  you  infinite  credit, 
Heniy,  for  remembering  its  beauties." 

**  Trust  me,  brother,"  replied  Henry,  "for 
having  the  oigan  of  locality  strongly  developed. 
Come,  let  us  consult  nurse  Connor  about  tables 
and  chairs,  and  benches;  and  we  must  not 
forget  the  bam  for  dancing  in  if  it  should  rain. 
We  will  defy  the  elements,  though  they  should 
throw  a  damp  on  our  enjoyments." 

Nurse  Connor  and  her  family  were  delighted 
to  be  of  any  service,  and  Henry,  who  seemed 
the  most  active,  ^ve  every  necessary  direc- 
tion. The  bam  was  a  very  large,  boarded 
room ;  this  was  to  be  cleared  and  well  cleaned, 
and  decorated  with  flowers  and  evergreens. 
These  arrangements  made  the  gay  young  party 
retum  to  a  late  dinner  in  high  spirits. 

After  this  Charlotte  held  a  long  consultation 
with  the  housekeeper— the  invitations  were 
all  written  and  sent — many  rides  taken  to  the 
glen — and  the  expected  day  came  in  summer 
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brightness.  They  were  to  have  a  cold  dinner 
on  the  green-sward^  and  dancing  after ;  then  tea, 
and  dancing  and  refreshments  in  the  baro^  until 
the  guests   were  tired.     Musidans,  the  best 

W afforded,  were  hired,  and  after  a  very 

early  breakfast  Charlotte,  Manuel,  and  Henry 
drove  away  to  see  that  all  the  preparations 
were  complete.  Mrs.  O'CarroU,  her  hus- 
band, Miss  Maldon,  and  the  children  were 
to  follow,  to  be  there  to  receive  the  guests. 

The  morning  was  a  lovely,  cloudless  one,  with 
a  gentle  breeze,  and  Henry,  as  they  drove 
along,  declared — 

^^  If  they  had  bespoken  the  day,  it  could 
not  be  finer." 

The  tables  were  all  laid  under  the  trees,  the 
trunks  of  which  Charlotte  and  her  brothers 
adorned  with  garlands  of  many  colored  heaths, 
the  beautiful  red  berries  ^of  the  mountain  ash, 
and  the  bright  yellow  blossoms  of  the  broom. 
The  bam,  or  the  ball-room  as  they  called  it. 
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was  nearer,  than  the  house,  to  the  spot  where 
the  tables  were  spread,  and  by  the  edge  of  the 
river.  Bound  it,  inside,  were  ranged  benches,  and 
its  walls  were  covered  with  green  boughs; 
lamps  were  fixed  in  several  places,  and  a  tem- 
porary fire-place  arranged  in  case  the  evening 
should  prove  chilly. 

Mr.  O'CarrolI  was  delighted  with  all  the 
arrangements,  and  the  children  ran  about  in 
ecstacies  of  pleasure  at  the  gaiety  and  novelty 
of  the  scene. 

At  three  o'clock  the  guests  began  to  arrive, 
having  been  invited  to  come  early.  First 
the  Mastertons,  three  young  men,  and  two 
young  ladies,  all  good-natured,  and  gay  young 
people.  Alice,  the  eldest  daughter,  a  &ir,  timid 
girl,  had  been  always  a  great  friend  of  Charlotte's; 
they  were  people  possessing  a  very  small  for-  i 

tune,  but  highly  respectable,  and  greatly  esteem-  , 

ed  by  all  the  O'CarrolI  family.  The  Cardons  came  I 

next,  and  with  them  a  young  nobleman,  a  col- 
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lege  friend  of  Charles  Cardon^  to  whom 
Amelia  paid  great  attention,  but  who  seemed 
so  wrapt  up  in  himself,  as  to  be  insensible  to 
her  devotions — there  were  besides  several  belles 

and  beaux  from  W ,  with  all  the  officers 

quartered  there,and  among  them^CaptainHarvey 
and  Mr.  Walhouse,  both  agreeable  young  men. 
Mrs.  O'CarroU  proposed  to  the  young  people  to 
take  a  stroll  before  dinner,  which  was  not 
ordered  until  five  o'clock,  to  which  they  all 
readily  assented. 

"  Will  not  you  join  the  ramblers,  Lord  Man- 
dome?"  asked  she  of  Charles's  friend,  as  he 
seated  himself  under  a  tree,  when  the  other 
young  people  were  moving  off.  **  There  is  a 
very  pretty  waterfall  a  short  distance  up  the 
glen?" 

**  Thank  you — no — "  he  replied,  "  I  am  no 
admirer  of  Irish  scenes." 

"  Nor  I  either,"  said  Amelia,  "  and  the  day 
ia  so  hot  too,"  and  she  seated  herself—"  here, 

VOL.   I.  D 
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Lord  Mandorne,  I  shall  rest  here— pray  do  not 
let  me  detain  you,  Mrs.  O'Carroll,"  added  she ; 
and  Mrs.  O'CarroU,  determined  every  one  should 
enjoy  themselves — took  her  husband's  arm  and 
sauntered  after  the  merry  group  in  advance. 
The  company  had  separated  into  small  parties 
— there  was  Charlotte  and  Henry,  with  Miss 
Masterton  leaning  on  Manuel,  and  Charles 
Cardon  walking  by  Charlotte.  The  parents 
had  marked  the  young  man's  attentions,  and 
Mr.  O'Carroll  observed  to  his  wife  — 

**  You  must  know,  Camilla,  I  begin  to  fear 
our  Lotta  really  likes  Charles  Cardon ;  cer- 
tainly in  point  of  fortune  he  is  a  good  match 
enough,  but  then  his  disposition  is  not  amiable, 
and  their  religions  too,  differ — God  knows  I 
am  no  bigot,  and  I  respect  the  good  of  every 
religion,  thinking  all  worship  the  same  Deity, 
with  the  same  hope  of  Salvation,t hough  under 
different  forms.  In  a  married  life,  husband  and 
wife  should  be  one  in  every  thought,  and  on 
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this  score,  I  object  to  mixed  marriages — ^but 
did  our  child  really  love  one  differing  in  reli- 
gion, I  would  consent  to  her  marriage  with 
Mm,  for  I  can  judge  how  I  should  have  felt  had 
I  been  prevented  marrying  my  ^  first  love.' 
Dear  Camilla,  do  you  think  she  loves  Charles 
Cardon?" 

"  Indeed,  Henry,"  she  replied,  "  I  do  not — 
I  have  no  fears  on  that  head — Charlotte  is  too 
acute  an  observer  not  to  see  through  the  cold 
selfishness  of  his  character,  and  too  warm- 
hearted a  girl  to  love  him — she  may  like  him 
weU  enough  as  an  acquaintance,  and  nothing 
more.  When  Lotta  marries,  I  hope  she  will 
get  such  a  husband  as  her  mother  obtained,  for 
she  is  one  to  love  deeply  and  devotedly,  but  she 
must  be  loved  in  return." 

Every    point    of   beauty    about  the    glen 

was  admired,  and  each    returned    to    dinner 

seemingly  pleased ;  even  the  apathetic  Charles 

was  obliged  to  confess  that  the  scene,  though 
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Irish,  was  a  lovely  one.  And  Charlotte,  how 
did  she  feel — why,  completely  happy — there 
she  was  surrounded  by  her  friends,  without  an 
unkind  feeling  towards  one  around  her.  The 
dinner  passed  off  amid  great  merriment.  Lord 
Mandorne  alone  seemed  to  feel  no  enjoyment, 
but  in  eating — a  sneering  smile  or  a  monosylla- 
ble was  all  he  deigned  in  reply  to  Amelia's 
attempt  to  draw  him  into  conversation.  Henry 
O'CarroU  was  seated  near  them  and  amused 
the  Mastertons  highly  by  an  exact  imitation  of 
the  young  lord's  insouciance.  Toasts  were 
given  and  replied  to  with  that  ready  wit,  so 
often  enlivening  such  parties,  and  after  a  suffi- 
cient rest,  dancing  was  commenced  under  the 
trees  on  the  smooth  greensward.  Lord  Man- 
dorne danced  but  once,  and  then  with  Charlotte. 
Tea  was  served  up  in  the  ball-room,  after  which 
dancing  was  again  resumed  and  kept  up  with 
great  spirit  until  an  early  hour  in  the  morning ; 
when  all  returned  home,  by  the  beautiful,  break- 
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ing  day,  much  pleased  with  their  day's  and 
night's  amusement,  except  Amelia,  who  could 
Bcarcelj  conceal  her  vexation,  at  the  undisguised 
admiration  Charlotte  excited.  What  a  hateful 
and  baneful  passion  is  envy — it  destroys  enjoy- 
ment and  embitters  life. 
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CHAPTER   VIL 


Next  morning,  before  Charlotte  had  risen, 
Ellen  entered  her  room  with  a  note,  which  she 
said  had  been  left  by  a  messenger  from  Cardon 
HaU^  but  which  required  no  answer.  Char- 
lotte hastily  opened,  read  it,  and  blushed 
deeply — it  was  from  Charles  Cardon.  She 
quickly  finished  her  toilette,  and  sitting  down 
re-read  the  note.  It  was  a  very  simple  and 
common-place   one,   merely    requesting    as  a 
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favour  that  Miss  O'CarroU  would  allow  him 
to  be  her  escort  during  her  usual  afternoon 
ride ;  her  brothers  she  knew  were  to  be  en- 
gaged at  a  coursing  party  with  the  Mastertons, 
and  she  thought  if  she  rode  out,  as  she  did 
nearly  every  day,  Charles  and  she  would  be 
tSte-a-tSte. 

^^  I  will  not  ride  to-day,"  was  her  instant  de- 
termination, ^^  why  need  he  have  written,  he 
might  have  joined  me  as  he  has  done  so  often 
before/*  thought  she — ^^  can  he  mean  to  say  any- 
thing particular —yesterday  he  was  too  attentive 
to  me  ?'*  And  she  sat  pondering  with  very 
girlish  perplexity — till  her  reverie  was  broken 
by  the  entrance  of  her  little  sisters. 

"  Mamma  is  in  the  breakfast-room,  Lotta,'' 
said    Mary,   '^  and    she   sent   us  to   call   you 

down." 

"  Oh  I  Sissy,"  lisped  little  Camilla,  **  it  is 
just  one  o'clock,  and  we  never  breakfasted  so 

late  before,  and  Miss  Maldon  will  let  us  play 

all  the  rest  of  the  day.     Oh  I  wish  we  had  a 

party  in  the  glen  every  day.** 


56  THE    ELOPEMENT. 

'^  And  I  should  not,  Cammie,"  said  Maiy 
very  sedately,  "  for  then  we  should  grow  up 
ignorant  and  idle  girls." 

*'  Well,  Lotta,"  said  her  mother  on  her 
entering  the  breakfast-room,  *•  was  not  yester- 
day's a  very  pleasant  fSte?  But  you  look 
pale  and  tired ;  a  nice  ride  on  horseback  how- 
ever will  refresh  you,  though  you  must  be 
satisfied  with  a  groom's  attendance,  as  even 
your  father  has  gone  to  this  coursing  party." 

^'  Indeed,  mamma,  I  can  give  it  up  for  one 
day,  and  take  a  nice,  quiet  drive  with  you." 

'^  You  must  do  no  such  thing,  my  dear 
Lotta,"  replied  her  mother,  **  for  I  know  you 
prefer  riding  to  driving,  and  besides  I  am 
much  too  fatigued  to-day  to  stir  out  of 
doors." 

The  meal  was  a  cheerful  one,  and  loitered 
over  more  than  an  hour  ;  as  they  were  all 
lazily  risinfi:  from  it,  Charles  Cardon  entered, 
and  he  remarked  with  pleasure  Charlotte's 
confusion  in  wishing  him  a  good  morning.     By 
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her  mother's  wish  she  accepted  his  offered 
services  of.  escort  during  her  ride,  and  truth  be 
told  she  was  not  sorry  to  have  her  sanction 
for  doing  so. 

Mrs.  O'Carroll  noticed  with  regret  Char- 
lotte's confusion,  but  she  dearly  loved  her 
child.  She  knew  her  right  sense  and  depth 
of  feeling,  and  she  deemed  it  better  she  should 
learn  the  truth  of  Charles's  admiration  from 
himself,  and  then  act  for  herself.  Charlotte 
never  mounted  her  horse  with  such  a  feelincr 
of  timidity,  but  her  companion  soon  put  her 
quite  at  ease,  by  talking  easily  and  cheerfully 
on  the  common  subjects  of  conversation.  Who 
has  not  found  a  ride  on  horseback,  through  a 
fine  country,  on  a  beautiful  day,  exhilarate 
the  spirits ;  and  Charlotte  was  the  gayest  and 
happiest  minded  of  mortals.  They  had  turned 
towards  Coomcarne  Park,  and  were  riding 
leisurely  along  the  sea  shore,  when  Charles 
suddenly  reined  in  his  horse,  and  hesitatingly 
B  5 
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confessed,  the  object  of  his  riding  with    her 
that  day  was  to  tell  her  he  loved  her. 

Poor  Charlotte — it  was  the  first  declaration 
of  the  kind  she  had  heard,  and  she  felt  con- 
founded. She  tried  to  say  something,  but 
failed  ;  Charles  saw  her  confusion,  and 
vehemently  declared  how  dear  she  was  to 
him — how  fondly  he  soon  hoped  to  call  her 
his  wife.  Charlotte  summoned  up  all  her 
courage,  and  in  a  faltering  voice,  thanked  him 
for  his  good  opinion,  but  assured  him  she 
never  could  be  more  than  a  friend  to  him. 

'^  Then  I  have  been  most  blameably  foolish 
in  allowing  myself  to  hope  there  could  be 
anything  more  than  friendship  between  us, 
Miss  O'Carroll,''  replied  he  impetuously,  and 
the  sneering  tone  of  his  voice  did  not  escape 
Charlotte's  observation.  "  May  I  ask  if  a 
prior  claim  on  your  affections  has  caused  me 
this  cold  refusal  ?" 

'*  Mr.  Cardon,"  said  Charlotte,  *'  you  have 
no  right  to  ask  me  this."    She  glanced  at  him. 
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lie  was  pale,  and  looked  agitated,  and  her 
womanly  feelings  prompted  a  kinder  reply,  and 
she  added — '*  I  assure  you  my  affections  are 
not  engaged — they  have  not  been  sought — you 
know  I  am  yet  young  and  inexperienced,  and 
if  I  have  been  the  cause  of  giving  you  pain, 
believe  me  it  was  unwittingly.  Let  us  be 
friends,  but  nothing  more — we  should  not  suit 
each  other." 

They  rode  on  in  silence,  and  on  enter- 
ing the  avenue  at  Coomcarne  Park,  Mr. 
Cardon  asked  Charlotte,  in  a  subdued,  cold 
voice,  if  he  might  write  once  to  her,  and 
she  assented. 

What  woman  with  a  kind  feeling  at  her 
heart,  does  not  feel  a  something  almost  amount- 
ing to  liking  towards  the  man  who  first  tells 
her  he  loves  her — she  may  be  sought  and  won 
by  the  rich  and  noble,  and  she  may  either 
marry  for  love,  or  marry  to  better  her  condition 
in  life,  or  she  may  not  marry  at  all,  and  still 
her  first  proposal  will  be  remembered,  and  its 
proposer  kindly  thought  of. 
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Mr.  Cardon  assisted  Charlotte  to  dismount — 
bowed  a  stiff  farewell,  and  when  next  they  met 
how  different  were  their  positions.  The  next 
day's  post  brought  Charlotte  his  letter.  It 
contained  chiefly  reproaches  for  encouraging 
his  addresses,  but  renewing  his  proposal — 
Charlotte's  reply,  dictated  by  her  mother,  was 
sensible  and  ladylike,  declining  his  offer. 
Charles  departed  the  following  week  for 
England,  and  married  at  Brighton,  in  a  few 
months,  the  wealthy  widow  of  an  Earl,  who 
having  espoused  her  first  husband  for  his  rank 
and  riches,  married  her  second  for  love,  and 
went  to  reside  on  the  continent. 
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CHAPTER   VIIL 


The  autumn  commenced  in  richness  and 
beauty,  and  Henry,  who  had  apparently 
quite  recovered  his  health,  was  preparing  to 
return  to  his  college,  when  Mr.  O'CarroU  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  Madrid,  informing  him 
of  his  father-in-law's  death,  and  conveying 
his  dying  request  that  Mr.  O'CarroU  and 
Manuel  would  immediately  proceed  to  Spain, 
and   arrange    his   affairs.     Mrs.    O'CarroU    so 
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deeply  mourned  her  father's  death  that  her 
health  suffered,  and  by  the  advice  of  physicians 
change  of  air  was  determined  on.  To  Ex- 
roouth  therefore,  all  the  family  went,  and  when 
Mr.  O'CarroU  saw  them  comfortably  •settled 
there,  he  and  Manuel  proceeded  to  London,  and 
from  thence  to  Madrid. 

Henry's  departure  for  college  was  put  off 
until  their  return,  and  by  his  fond  attentions 
to  his  mother,  he  made  her  feel  less  the  loss  of 
her  husband. 

They  had  a  large  house,  with  a  pretty  garden^ 
facing  the  sea,  and  lived  for  the  first  three 
months  in  quiet  retirement.  Charlotte  and 
Henry  daily  rode  out  together ;  during  which 
they  frequently  met  an  elderly  and  deli- 
cate lady,  driving  or  walking,  and  always 
attended  by  one  or  two  young  men,  both  ex- 
tremely good  looking;  they  remarked  their 
assiduous  attention  to  this  lady,  whom  they 
concluded  to  be  their  mother,  and  they  admired 
them  for  it. 
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One  afternoon  Henry  hired  a  boat,  and  pro- 
mising to  take  very  good  care  of  Mary  and 
Camilla,  and  Charlotte,  took  them  a  boating 
excursion  up  the  Exe ;  he  prevailed  on  Char- 
lotte to  take  her  guitar^  to  which  she  sang 
some  very  pretty  Spanish  airs,  taught  her  by 
her  mother,  and  to  which  he  generally  sang 
second ;  they  for  some  time  observed  a  small  boat 
closely  following  them,  rowed  by  two  young 
men.  Charlotte  and  Henry  had  just  ceased  sing- 
ing a  beautiful  Spanish  duet,  when  their  pur- 
suers, as  they  appeared  to  be,  commenced 
a  song  which  they  sang  very  prettily  to- 
gether. 

Charlotte  was  delighted,  and  Henry  bade 
their  boatmen  rest  on  their  oars,  the 
young  men  too  ceased  pulling,  and  both 
boats  floated  on  gently  with  the  rising  tide. 
Their  song  ended,  Henry  urged  on  his  men,  for 
it  was  getting  late,  and  he  wished  to  show 
Charlotte  a  particular  point  of  view  on  the 
river,  before  they  returned  to  Exmouth* 
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The  young  men,  anxious  to  keep  near  their 
boat,  raised  a  lug  sail,  which  nearly  proved 
fatal  to  them,  for  a  sudden  squall  upset  their 
boat,  and  both  young  men  were  precipitated 
into  the  water ;  both  sank,  and  their  boat  was 
quickly  drifted  away.  Henry  did  not  lose  his 
presence  of  mind. 

"  Oh  save  them,"  exclaimed  Charlotte. 

The  sailor  who  was  at  the  helm  turned  the 
boat.  Henry  was  an  excellent  swimmer — he 
threw  off  his  coat,  and  before  any  one  knew 
what  he  was  about  he  jumped  into  the  water ; 
both  young  men  were  struggling  in  the  stream  ; 
one  seemed  to  know  how  to  swim,  but  he  was 
encumbered  by  a  large  coat ;  the  sailors  held 
an  oar  to  him,  and  brought  him  into  the  boat, 
and  Henry,  with  manly  effort,  succeeded  in 
rescuing  the  other  from  drowning,  and  hauled 
him  almost  insensible  to  the  shore;  those  in 
the  boat  were  glad  to  land,  and  fortunately  a 
small  cottage  was  near  the  water's  edge,  to 
which  Charlotte  with  her  two  frightened  little 
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sisters  hastened,  and  prepared  its  inmates  for 
the  arrival  of  the  young  men,  who  were  assisted 
to  it  by  Henry  and  the  boatmen.  A  cheerful 
fire  was  blazing,  by  the  warmth  of  which  they 
were  both  soon  restored  to  consciousness. 

'*  Lotta,"  said  Henry,  approaching  her  as  she 
sat  in  a  window  with  her  two  little  sisters, 
"  do  not  you  recognise  these  young  men — 
they  are  the  constant  attendants  of  that  delicate 
lady  ;  how  fortunate  we  have  been  in  rescuing 
them ;  but,  dearest  sister,  you  look  as  pale  and 
nervous  as  if  you  too  had  been  immersed  in  the 
briny  waters,"  and  he  laughingly  shook  his  wet 
clothes. 

"  Indeed,  Henry,  it  is  now  I  feel  frightened, 
when  I  saw  all  in  the  water,  I  was  surprised 
at  myself,  I  felt  so  completely  stunned,  but 
now  I  shudder  at  the  danger,"  and  she  trembled 
violently.  "  \yill  not  you  though  dry  your 
clothes,  dearest  brother — remember  your  cough 
of  last  year.  The  children  and  I  wfll  walk  in 
the  garden,  and  wait  until  you  are  all  ready, 
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and  make  haste,  for  you  know  we  shall  be  an- 
xiously expected  by  mamma." 

**  Do  then,  Lotta,  and  when  we  are  dry  and 
*  presentable,'  as  old  Peter  would  say,  I'll 
manage  the  introductions;  and  now  go  and 
recover  your  bloom,  or  you  have  no  chance  of 
winning  the  hearts  of  those  unknown — why 
the  bloom  has  returned,  ah !  sister  mine,  take 
care." 

Charlotte  quitted  the  room  and  wan* 
dered  in  a  small,  pretty  garden  for  nearly  an 
hour— at  least  it  seemed  an  hour  to  her. 

When  Henry  at  length  joined  her,  he  told 
her  *'  he  liked  their  new  acquaintances  greatly, 
particularly  the  youngest,"  added  he,  "  but 
here  they  come,  and  I'll  introduce  you,  Lotta," 
and  he  did  so  in  a  very  graceful  manner. 

^*  We  must   introduce    ourselves,  Roland," 

said  the  eldest  young  man  with  a  smile,  *^  this 

is  my  brother,  Roland  Percie^  Miss  O'CarroU." 

"And  this  is  my  eldest  brother.  Barton  Per- 

cie,"  laughingly  added  the  youngest.     ^^  And 
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we  feel  very  happy,"  said  both, ''  at  the  chance 
acquaintance." 

^*  It  is  one  I  have  long  wished  for,  Miss 
O'CarroU,"  observed  Boland  Percie  in  a  low 
voice,  as  he  handed  Charlotte  to  the  boat. 
"  We  have  met  many  times." 

A  deep  blush  was  her  sole  reply.  The  tide 
was  now  going  out,  and  their  row  back  to  Ex- 
mouth  was  a  very  quick  and  a  very  agreeable 
one.  They  landed  near  the  O'CarroU's  house, 
and  Henry  pressed  the  Percies  very  much  to 
wait  and  dine  with  them — but  they  refused, 
saying,  their  father  and  mother  would  be  un- 
easy if  they  were  so  long  absent. 

^^  Bad  news  spreads  so  quickly/'  said  Boland 
Percie,  "  that  they  may  hear  of  our  danger^ 
and  not  hear  the  truth — ^so  we  had  better  go 
and  show  ourselves." 

"  If  you  will  return  and  take  tea  with  us,"  re* 
plied  Henry,  *^  I  promise  you  a  welcome  from 
my  mother  and  sister,"  and  he  glanced  at 
Charlotte. 
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*'  We  shall  be  very  happy  to  come,"  said 
both  young  men,  and  thanking  Henry  very 
gratefully  for  his  timely  aid,  they  bowed  to 
Charlotte,  shook  hands  with  the  children,  and 
walked  away. 

At  nine  o'clock  the  Percies  returned,  accom- 
panied by  their  father,  an  elderly  gentleman  of 
most  pleasing  manner,  who  said  he  could 
not  delay  coming  to  thank  Henry  for  bis 
generous  exertions  in  saving  his  sons'  lives. 

"  If  you  knew  how  dear  they  are  to  me," 
said  he,  *'  you  would  then  know  what  a  favor 
you  have  conferred  —  one  I  never,  never 
shall  forget." 

Mrs.  O'CarroU  received  her  guests  very 
politely,  and  a  feeling  of  mutual  pleasure 
sprung  up  between  the  O'CarroUs  and  Percies 
at  this  acquaintance.  Mr.  Percie's  good- 
humoured  drollery  quite  won  upon  Henry  and 
Charlotte,  and  both  pronounced  him  to  be  a 
most  agreeable  man;  and  so  he  was;  to  a  happy 
flow  of  spirits  he  added  a  sense  and  cleverness 
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of  conversation ;  the  children  were  delighted 
with  him,  particularly  little  Camilla,  who 
told  him  in  a  whisper,  "  he  was  very  like  her 
own  dear,  dear  papa,"  and  even  Miss  Maldon, 
rather  fastidious,  declared  him  to  be  **  a  most 
pleasant  companion."  Mr.  Fercie  in  wishing 
good  night,  said — 

He  hoped  they  should  improve  this  chance 
acquaintance,  ^'  we  ought  to  have  met  before,  and 
we  should  have  done  so,  I  am  sure,  if  I  had 
been  staying  at  Exmouth  as  my  boys  have 
been ;  but.  Madam,  I  only  joined  my  family 
two  days  ago,"  added  be  addressing  Mrs. 
O'CarroU,  '*  so  we  must  now  make  up  for 
lost  time — good  night — "  and  they  retired 
leaving  their  new  acquaintance  greatly  prepos- 
sessed in  their  favor. 
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CHAPTER    IX 


The  next  day,  at  an  unfashionably  early  hour, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Percie,  with  their  sons,  called 
and  were  received  by  Mrs.  O'Carroll.  Henry 
was  engaged  reading  in  his  own  room,  and 
Charlotte  was  singing  in  a  small  music-room, 
which  adjoined  the  drawing-room^  quite  un- 
conscious of  the  arrival  of  any  visiters.  Mrs. 
Percie  apologised  for  this  early  visit,  but  said 
she  was  so  anxious  to  express  to  young  Mr. 
O'Carroll  her  grateful  feelings  for  his  conduct 
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towards  her  boys — that  she  feared  if  she 
pat  it  off,  he  would  not  be  at  home. 
Mrs.  O'CarroU  said  he  was  in  his  own  room, 
and  rose  to  ring  the  bell — just  then  the  sweet 
sound  of  Charlotte's  voice  reached  the  visiters' 
ears  through  the  closed  doors,  and  her  mother 
advanced  to  tell  her  of  their  arrival,  when 
Mr,  Percie  interfered,  and  begged  they  might 
be  allowed  the  pleasure  of  hearing  her  song 
finished. 

'^  For  my  boys,"  said  he,  *'  speak  in  raptures 
of  her  voice ;  it  was  near  proving  a  fatal  one 
to  theuL"  He  then  advanced,  and  gently 
opened  the  door  of  the  music-room;  they 
listened  in  silence ;  Charlotte  sang  with  her 
guitar  the  little  Spanish  song  of  the  evening 
before ;  she  was  seated  near  the  window,  with 
her  back  to  the  door,  and  she  warbled  on  with 
all  the  perfection  of  her  really  beautiful  voice, 
and  one  of  the  company  at  least  thought  he 
had  never  heard  such  a  voice  before.  She 
ceased,  and  Mr.  Percie  entered  the  room  say- 
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ing — "  We  have  been  taking  an  unfair  ad- 
vantage of  you,  Miss  O'CarroU,  and  feasting 
our  ears  on  your  melody.  I  am  not  surprised 
it  allured  my  sons  into  danger." 

Charlotte's  frightened  start  was  highly 
amusing,  she  looked  round  as  if  meditating  an 
escape,  but  Mr.  Percie  gaily  took  her  hand 
and  led  her  out  to  Mrs.  Percie,  her  sweet, 
intelligent  face  suffused  with  blushes. 

"  Here,  Mrs.  Percie,"  said  he,  "  is  the  syren, 
that  nearly  deprived  us  of  our  boys — but  she 
proved  more  merciful  than  the  syrens  of  old- 
she  charmed  them,  it  is  true,  with  the  sweet- 
ness of  her  voice — she  allowed  them  to  be 
saved  from  a  watery  grave,  neither  shrieking 
nor  lamenting  as  most  young  ladies  would  do, 
but  acting  with  common  sense ;  and  here  she 
is  now,  promising  to  be  very  good  friends 
with  them  for  the  future,  and  with  their  father 
and  mother  too." 

Charlotte  took  Mrs.  Percie's   offered  hand, 
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and  gracefully  replied  to  her  kind  wishes. 
Henry  now  entered  and  all  engaged  in  cheerful 
conversation. 

After  an  hour^s  pleasant  chat,  Mr.  Percie 
rose  and  reminded  his  wife  that  her  usual  hour 
for  driving  had  come,  **  I  intend  to  prevail 
on  those  young  people  to  join  me  in  a  walk, 
and  perhaps  you  will  induce  Mrs.  O'Carroll 
to  take  a  quiet  drive  with  you.  Do,  dear 
Madam/'  he  added,  ^^  and  I  will  take  care  of 
your  children — it  will  even  be  an  act  of  charity 
towards  Mrs.  Percie,  for  I  plainly  perceive  she 
has  no  chance  of  her  usual  escorts.  Barton  and 
Roland,  to-day." 

^'  I  shall  be  very  happy j"*  replied  Mrs. 
O'CarroU,  "if  you  all  first  join  us  to  luncheon,'' 
and  she  led  the  way  to  the  dining  room  where 
the  repastwas  laid ;  here  a  half-hour  was  passed 
very  agreeably,  and  then  Mrs.  Percie  and  Mrs. 
O'CarroU  drove  away,  and  Mr.  Percie,  with 
the  young  people  set  off  on  a  ramble. 

**  Where  shall  we  walk,  boys,"  asked  Mr. 

VOL.   I.  E 


T4:  THE   ELOPEMENT, 

Percie  of  his  sons,  "  for  this  promenading  up 
and  down  a  terrace,  though  it  may  be  very 
pleasant  for  belles  and  beaux,  is  not  agreeable 
to  my  taste." 

'*  You  ought  to  consult  the  lady,  father," 
replied  Boland  Percie. 

"  So  1  ought,  indeed,  Boland — what  an  un- 
gallant  old  man  I  am  ;  but  will  you  excuse 
me,  Miss  O'CarroU  ?  and  now  lead  the  way, 
and  we,  your  humble  slaves,  will  follow." 

'*  Have  you  been  to  the  Beacon  Hill,  Mr. 
Percie?"  she  enquired. 

*'  No,  I  have  not,"  he  said,  "  so  come,  and 
as  it  is  to  be  up  a  hill,  you  must  take  my  arm." 

*'  Oh,"  answered  Charlotte  laughing,  *'  you 
forget  I  am  ^  a  wild  Irish  girl,'  accustomed  to 
the  rugged  hills  and  pathways  of  my  native 
land,  and  therefore  quite  too  independent  to 
take  any  assistance  in  walking  up  a  hill  like 
this,  it  would  be  very  difficult  to  tire  me; 
besides  I  have  been  fifty  times  up  this  walk 
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with  Henry — it  commands  a  very  lovely  view 
extending  from  Buryhead  up  to  Exeter." 

Mr.  Fercie  and  Charlotte  walked  on  a  little 
in  advance  of  the  rest  of  the  party. 

**  That  song  of  yours,  Miss  O'Carroll,  is  a 
sweet  one,"  said  Mr.  Percie,  ^'  the  soft  Spanish 
goes  so  well  to  that  beautiful  air." 

"  It  was  my  dear  father's  favorite  song,"  re- 
plied Charlotte,  *'  I  used  to  sing  it  every  even- 
ing for  him." 

Mr.  Percie  looked  at  her  mourning  dress, 
and  she  understood  the  look,  and  with  her  own 
peculiar  naivSt6  told  how  they  were  circum- 
stanced. Mr.  Percie  thanked  her  repeatedly, 
and  said — 

^^  Now,  my  dear  Miss  Carroll,  though  I  am 
sure  you  have  none  of  that  ladylike  failing  of 
curiosity,  I  must  tell  you  who  I  am.  My 
father  had  four  sons,  and  I  being  the  youngest 
entered  the  church,  married  Mrs.  Percie,  and  we 
have  those  two  fine  sons.  My  vicarage  is  in  this 
county,  about  twenty  miles  from  this  place,  it 
E  3 


76  THE   ELOPEMENT. 

is  a  sweet  spot ;  you  must  all  come  then 
before  you  retui  n  to  Ireland,  and  Barton  and 
Rolax^d  will  show  you  all  the  curiosities,  from 
their  pet  monkey,  Jacko,  to  the  ruins  of  an  old 
Abbey  near  us.  Come  hither,  Roland,"  he 
added,  to  his  youngest,  and  evidently  favorite, 
son,  "  Will  you  promise  to  be  very  polite  and 
attentive  to  Miss  O'CarroU,  if  she  should  ever 
honor  Marthorpe  Vicarage  with  a  visit?" 

*'  Certainly,  you  may  rely  on  it  I  will,"  said 
Roland,  joining  Charlotte  with  a  very  pleased 
look. 

They  walked  on  together  talking  merrily, 
till  they  reached  the  summit  of  Beacon 
Hill. 

*'  This  certainly  is  a  lovely  view,"  said  Mr. 
Percie,  '^  have  you  anything  like  this  in  your 
country.  Miss  O'CarroU  ?" 

**  Many  like  it  surely,"  she  replied, 
"  and  oh !  others  far,  far  superior.  I  wish  you 
had  seen  our  beautiful  Ireland.     Henry,  would 
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not  Mr.  Percie  admire  our  mountains,  and 
lakes,  and  glens  ?" 

'^  And  your  bogs,  and  your  mud  cabins,  and 
the  system  of  domestic  economy  practised  in 
them — pigs  and  children  all  feeding  together, 
aye,  Miss  O'Carroll  ?'*  asked  Barton  Percie. 

Charlotte  looked  at  the  speaker,  and  a  tear 
gathered  in  her  brilliant  eye,  she  hesitated — 

"  Pardon  him.  Miss  O'Carroll,"  said  his 
father,  **  he  is  an  ignorant  fellow." 

Henry  and  Boland  were  a  short  distance  off. 

"  I  only  hope,  Mr.  Percie,"  replied  Char- 
lotte, ^*  that  Mr.  Barton  Percie  may  soon  gain 
a  true  knowledge  of  Ireland,  not  from  books, 
but  from  personal  observation,  for  through  that 
medium  alone  can  my  well  abused  countrymen 
be  truly  judged ;  and  I  hope  too,"  she  added 
with  a  sweet  smile,  ^'  that  he  will  allow  us  the 
pleasure  of  proving  to  him  that  bogs  afford 
us  a  cheerful  fire ;  and  that  though  they  may 
partly  disfigure  our  island,  still,  if  all  of  it 
were  as  beautiful,  as  it  is  in  parts,  where  would 
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be  that  variety  that  makes  its  best  charm  ? 
And  more  than  this,  I  will  undertake  to  make 
him  acknowledge  in  our  poorest  mud  cabins 
he  will  find  some  whose  honesty  and  amia- 
bility would  adorn  a  palace;  the  pigs  may 
share,  with  the  hungry  children,  their  poor 
meal  of  potatoes,  but  let  him,  a  stranger,  enter 
that  lowly  shed,  and,  if  he  be  so  disposed,  the 
best  of  that  humble  fare  is  his  with  a  warm 
welcome,  without  the  smallest  remuneration." 
And  Charlotte  looked  up  proudly. 

'*  I  really  did  not  know  you  were  so  en- 
thusiastic about  your  country.  Miss  O'Carroll," 
said  Barton,  or  I  should  have  taken  care  not 
to  offend  you.  I  am  sure  you  might  abuse 
England  for  ever,  and  it  would  give  me  no 
concern." 

^'  You  did  not  offend  me  I  assure  you,'' 
answered  Charlotte,  and  I  shall  not  take  re- 
venge by  abusing  your  country,  for  I  like  it 
excessively,  from  the  little  I  have  seen.     Had 
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we  not  better  turn  homewards,  Mr.  Percie," 
said  she  turniDg  to  him  ?' 

'^  Come  then,  my  fair  Irish  lassie,"  said  Mr. 
Percie,  taking  her  hand,  *'  we  will  move,  and 
Barton,  my  boy,  let  Beacon  Hill  remind  you 
that  if  you  wish  to  gain  an '  Irish  lady's  good 
opinion,  you  are  not  to  begin  by  abusing  her 
country — Miss  O'CarroU  I  should  be  proud  of 
you  for  a  countrywoman." 

Henry  and  Roland  now  advanced,  and  Mr. 
Percie  gaily  recounted  the  dispute  between 
Charlotte  and  Barton.  They  reached  home 
soon  after  Mrs.  O'CarroU's  return;  and  Mr. 
Percie  observing  a  vase  of  flowers,  said  he 
wished  they  might  steal  one  or  two  for 
Mrs.  Percie,  for  she  was  passionately  fond 
of  flowers. 

'*  These  are  scarcely  worth  offering,"  an- 
swered Jharlotte,  "you  see  they  are  only 
common  flowers,  but  if  you  come  to  our 
garden,  we  may  be  able  to  choose  a  better 
bouquet." 
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^^  Will  not  you  give  me  a  peace  offering. 
Miss  O'Carroll,*'  asked  Barton  Percie,  when 
she  was  pulling  some  flowers?** 

^^  Yes,"  replied  Charlotte,  and  she  plucked 
a  small  sprig  of  garden  heath — **  this  you  see 
is  not  the  mountain  heath,  Mn  Barton  Percie ; 
I  would  give  you  the  latter  if  I  had  it,  for  I 
prefer  the  flowers  that  remind  me  of  my  dear 
Ireland,  of  its  very  bogs  even,  to  any  others, 
and  she  playfully  presented  it,  and  turned  to 
finish  her  nosegay. 

^^  I  shall  be  positively  jealous,  Mifts  O'Car- 
roU,  of  my  brother,  if  you  do  not  give  me 
too  a  little  flower,"  said  Boland. 

**  What  shall  it  be  then  ?"  asked  Charlotte. 

'^  I  would  value  a  blade  of  grass  touched  by 
you,"  he  answered. 

And  Charlotte  stooped  picked  a  sprig  from 
a  herb  which  grew  near  her,  and  gave  it  to 
him. 

•*  Do  you  knowwhat  this  little  herb  is,"  he 
asked,   as  he  took   it.     ^'  It  is  called  canary 
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grass,  and  in  the  floral  language  means  ^  per- 
severance/ and  persevere  I  will  even  to  try 
and  deserve  a  smile  from  you — more  I  dare 
not  say  now." 

Charlotte  joined  the  rest  of  the  party,  and 
presented  her  bouquet  to  Mr.  Percie,  who 
thanked  her;  and  each  parted  much  pleased 
with  their  new  acquaintances.  « 
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CHAPTER   X. 


Mr.  Percie  was,  as  he  related,  the  fourth 
son  of  aD  English  gentleman,  who  married 
young  a  beautiful,  but  penniless  cousin,  en- 
tered the  church,  obtained  a  very  good  living, 
and  spent  his  life  in  happiness  and  comfort; 
loved  by  all  his  neighbours,  as  well  for  his 
strict  attention  to  his  religious  duties,  as  for  his 
devotion  to  his  children,  and  his  amiable  and 
gay  manner. 
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Barton,  his  elder  son,  was  just  twenty-four,  and 
was  studying  for  the  bar ;  he  was  a  well  man- 
nered,  genteel   looking   young    man,    a  little 
incKned     to    be    satirical,     yet    despite    this 
amiably  disposed.      Roland,  his  brother,  was 
two    years  his  junior,   and   was   a    singularly 
handsome  young  man,  his  person  was  tall  and 
very  slight,  but  elegantly  formed;  his  features 
were   all   perfect ;    his  deep    blue    eyes,    and 
light  hair,  with  his  almost  girlishly  fair  com- 
plexion, might  have  given  him  an  effeminate 
look,  but  his  air  was  very  manly,  his  counte- 
nance open,  with  s.uch  a  smile  as  once   seen 
could  not   be  forgotten.      His  was   indeed    a 
beautiful  face,  such  a  one  as  is  rarely  met  with, 
as  if  to  show  what  nature  can  do  when  in  a 
kindly  mood.     Such  a  one  as  you  might  gaze 
on  with  pleasure  and  never  cease  to  recollect. 

He  was  a  lieutenant  in  a  regiment  of  foot, 
now  on  a  six  months'  leave  of  absence. 

Mrs.  Percie,  their  mother,  seemed  to  idolise 
her  children  and  most  devoted  sons  they  prove^ 
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themselves.  Her  health  was  delicate,  and  she  had 
removed  to  Exmouth,  while  her  husband  re- 
mained at  his  vicarage  attending  to  his  pastoral 
duties ;  for  one  month  he  had  left  them  to  join 
his  family,  and  during  that  month  not  a  day 
passed  that  they  and  the  O'CarroUs  did  not 
pass  some  part  of  it  together;  indeed  the  young 
people  seemed  inseparable.  Henry  felt  quite 
attached  to  the  Percies,  and  Charlotte  often 
thought  when  quite  alone,  on  Roland's  won* 
derful  superiority  to  Charles  Cardon  ;  it  was  a 
dangerous  thought  to  dwell  on,  and  yet  she 
could  not  help  doing  so.  During  her  rides  and 
walks  he  was  always  her  escort.  Mrs.  O'Car- 
roU  never  thought  of  making  any  remark  on 
his  attentions ;  she  had  been  delighted,  for  her 
children's  sakes,  to  cultivate  these  agreeable 
acquaintances,  and  Mrs.  Percie's  motherly  love 
quite  won  her  heart. 

Some  few  evenings  before  the  Percies'  intended 
departure  for  their  home,  the  O'Carrolls  were 
taking  tea  with  them — it   was  then  the  com- 
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mencement  of  December — Mr.  and  Mrs.  Per- 
cie,  in  wishing  good  night,  said  they  had  a 
request  to  make  of  Mrs.  O'Carroll,  which 
they  trusted  she  would  grant — 

"  It  is,"  said  Mrs.  Percie,  that  you  will 
all  come  to  Marthorpe  yicarage  for  the  Christ- 
mas—there, dear  Mrs.  O'Carroll,  you  shall  be 
as  quiet  as  you  please." 

"  And  Henry,"  added  Mr.  Percie,  **  will 
have  some  good  sport  sbooting  with  our  boys, 
and  Miss  Charlotte  will  have  a  companion  she 
will  like  greatly  in  our  niece,  Emma  Leslie. 
Now  don't  refuse  us  pray — remember  what 
we  owe  you — our  Vicarage  is  large,  too  large 
indeed ;  so  I  look  on  it  as  settled  you  will  all 
come  to  us." 

And  Mrs.  O'Carroll  yielded  a  graceful  as- 
sent— her  health  had  quite  recovered  its 
wonted  strength,  and  her  spirits  their  usual 
tone,  and  she  dearly  wished  to  see  her  children 
enjoy  themselves. 

The  night  before  the  Percies  left  Exmouth 
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was  spent  with   their  friends  the   O'CarroUs, 
and    Henry  proposed  to  Charlotte  that  they 
should  all  play  round  games,  as  Mrs.  O'CarroU 
did  not  wish  to  see  dancing  so  soon  after  her 
father's    death.      The     young    people,  joined 
by  Mr.  Percie  and  Mis9  Maldon,  sat  in  a  circle; 
the    chosen  play    was    slip-the-ring.      Henry 
had  a  pretty  little  ring,  with  Charlotte's  hair  in 
it,    which  she  had   brought  him  from    Paris, 
and  this  he  gave,  cautioning  all  to  take  care 
of  it,  as  it  contained  Charlotte's  hair.      The 
play   proceeded    in   all    fun    and   frolic,   Mr. 
Percie  always  giving   the  ring  to   Charlotte, 
and    asking  Roland.      At  length  a  sufficient 
number  of  forfeits  were  gained — it  came  to 
Charlotte's  turn    to  release   her  forfeit;    this 
she  was  to  do  by  going  into  the  other  room, 
and  singing  a  song,  and  remaining  there  until 
some  one  went  and  released  her.     In  a  sweet, 
playful  manner  she  sat  down  and  sang  one  of 
her  own  beautiful  Irish  melodies,  and  before 
it  was  ended  all  the  plavers  had  surrounded 
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her.     She  then  claimed  her  privilege  of  getting 
a  8ong,  and  Mr.  Percie  sang  for  her^  with  much 
feeling,  an  old  Scotch  ballad  ;    this  was   fol- 
lowed by  songs  from  all  the  others,  and  the 
night  was   far  advanced  when  they  went   to 
supper.     Charlotte  found  herself  next  Roland 
Percie,  and  why  did  she  blush  so  deeply  when 
he  showed  her  Henry's  ring,  and  then  slipped 
it  into  his  waistcoat  pocket.     Her  abstraction 
was  noticed  by  Mr.  Percie,   who  laughinorly 
bid  her  good  night,  adding  in  a  whisper — 

**  My  dear  girl,  if  I  were  in  your  place, 
I'd  be  desperately  in  love  with  ray  son 
Roland." 

And  when  she  sat  musing  by  her  fireside, 
she  was  forced  to  acknowledge  to  herself  that 
she  did  love  him  better  than  Henry — her  own 
dear  brother — ah  I  no — but  nearly  as  well ; 
and  she  dreamed  all  night  of  the  one  to  whom 
she  had  given  wholly  and  entirely  her  guileless 
heart  And  Roland  was  certainly  fitted  to 
captivate  a  young  girl's  love  3  he  had  been  her 
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constant  companion  for  a  month — he  seemed 
to  love  her  too— his  manner  had  told  her  so 
many  times^  and  we  know  there  is  something 
very  infectious  in  love. 

The  next  day  the  Percies  left,  and  how  did 
Charlotte  feel  that  afternoon  when  she  strolled 
with  Henry  by  their  dwelling;  they  entered 
it,  there  was  a  small  vase  of  flowers — flowers 
she  had  seen  Roland  pluck  some  days  before ; 
they  were  scentless,  winter  flowers,  yet  Char- 
lotte thought  one  she  stole  from  "among  them 
had  a  rare  perfume.  A  long,  delightful  letter 
from  their  dear  father  that  evening  cheered 
their  home  circle ;  he  hoped  to  be  with  them 
early  in  spring,  he  spoke  of  his  father-in-law's 
generosity  with  grateful  affection.  Manuel 
was  now  the  possessor  of  his  large  fortune, 
but  like  his  father  he  wished  to  settle  in  Ire- 
land ;  and  selling  his  property  caused  a  delay. 
To  Charlotte,  as  his  god-daughter,  her  grand- 
father, left  £5,000,  to  be  paid  on  the  day  of 
her  marriage,  for  marriage  ornaments  as   he 
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said,  or  when  she  completed  her  twenty-first 
year,  if  not  married. 

Mrs.  O'CarroU  retired  to  rest  with  a  feeling 
of  joy  at  her  husband's  promised  return,  but 
to  shed  some  filial  tears  to  think  the  father 
she  had  loved  so  dearly  was  gone  for  ever.  Oh ! 
for  ever — for  ever  I  it  is  a  sad,  sad  sound  to 
dwell  upon;  the  young  repeat  it  and  forget 
it,  but  the  old  feel  its  truth ! 
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CHAPTER    XL 


The  festive  Christmas  season  approached  in 
frost-and  snow,  at  which  Henry  rejoiced,  as  he 
expected  much  amusement  from  shooting  and 
skating,  and  Charlotte  in  secret  regretted,  for 
she  knew  it  would  deprive  her  of  many  hours 
of  Roland's  society.  What  a  selfish  turn  love 
will  give  the  most  amiable  disposition ;  if  any 
one  had  told  her  some  weeks  previous  that  she 
would  have  thought  of  her  own  gratification 
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before  Henry's,  she  would  not  have  believed  it 
possible,  yet  now  she  felt,  that  dearly  as  she 
loved  that  brother,  his  feelings  had  become  a 
secondary  consideration  with  her. 

On  Christmas  eve  the  O'CarroUs  left  Ex- 
mouth  for  Marthorpe  Vicarage,  which  they 
reached  only  in  time  for  a  late  dinner. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Percie  welcomed  them  with  a 
warmth  that  made  them  feel  quite  at  home,  and 
the  young  men  seemed  very  anxious  to  show 
they  were  welcome  guests. 

"  This  is  indeed  the  happiest  moment  of  my 
life,  Miss  O'CarroU,"  whispered  Roland^  as 
Charlotte  followed  her  mother  up  stairs  before 
dinner.  **  I  wish  you  could  feel  how  I  have 
longed  for  it." 

A  smile  and  a  bright  blush  was  her  sole 
reply. 

On  descending  to  the  drawing  room,  the 
O'CarroUs  found,  in  addition  to  the  family,  a 
Mr.  Edward  Percie,  a  brother  of  the  Vicar's, 
with  his  wife,  and  a   little  boy  ;    a   Master 
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and  Miss  Leslie,  a  nephew  and  niece  of  Mrs. 
Percie's,  the  former  about  Henry's  age,  and  the 
latter  about  twenty.  The  house  was  large  and 
very  comfortably  furnished,  there  dwelt  an 
air  of  peace  and  comfort  around,  and  Charlotte 
thought  an  indescribable  charm,  which  seemed 
even  wanting  in  her  own  happy  home. 

Kind  reader — have  you  ever  been  in  love  ? 
I  do  not  mean  that  sober,  sensible  love  of 
middle  age — but  the  first  love  of  warm-hearted 
youth,  when  sense  is  not  thought  of,  and  the 
one  alone  remembered.  If  you  have  felt  this, 
you  can  fancy  Charlotte's  love. 

The  evening  wore  cheerfully  away,  and  at 
an  early  hour  the-  travellers  said  good  night. 
Henry  whispered  a  passing  caution  to  his  dear 
Lotta  as  she  left  the  room — it  was  a  useless  one. 

A  gentle  tap  at  the  door  of  Charlotte's  cham- 
ber disturbed  a  very  pleasing  rumination,  in 
which  she  was  indulging,  she  opened  it,  and  Miss 
Leslie  entered — she  was  a  pale,  and  very  inter- 
esting looking  girl,  with  a  deep,  settled  melan- 


THE   ELOPEMENT.  93 

choly,  that  at  once  won  Cbarlotte's  pity — her 
eyes,  of  the  darkest  grey,  were  beautiful,  but 
seldom  raised,  and  when  they  were,  their 
sad  ezpresBson  surprised  in  one  so  young.  She 
now  timidly  advanced,  apologizing  for  the 
interruption,  and  said  she  had  forgotten  some- 
thing in  a  closet  adjoining ;  and  opening  a 
small  door  which  Charlotte  had  not  before  per- 
ceived, she  brought  out  a  pile  of  books. 

^'  I  trust  I  have  not  been  the  cause.  Miss 
Leslie,  of  depriving  you  of  this  room,"  said 
Charlotte. 

«*0h  no,  Miss  O'CarroU,"  replied  Miss 
Leslie,  ^^  but  that  closet  window  commands 
such  a  sweet  view,  I  often  come  to  read  and 
work  there.  My  bed  room  is  at  the  other  end 
of  the  corridor.  These  two  rooms  belonged  to 
Barton  and  Roland,  when  they  were  little  boys; 
they  were  their  play-rooms;  and  my  aunt  choose 
them  for  you,  as  they  both  command  beautiful 
prospects ;  the  windows  of  this  room  overlook 
the  gardens." 
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^^  How  kindly  thoughtful  of  her,"  exclaimed 
Charlotte,  *'  but  1  hope  you  will  continue  to 
spend  your  mornings  here  during  my  stay,  and 
I  shall  be  delighted  to  join  you,  for  I  love  read- 
ing and  working," 

**  Thank  you,  Miss  O'CarroU,"  said  Miss 
Letdie,  '^  but  my  aunt  made  me  promise  I 
would  not  indulge  in  my  fancy  for  solitude 
during  your  visit,  so  I  must  try  and  exert 
myself  and  appear  gay  ;"  this  was  said  with 
a  sad  smile.  '^  I  owe  my  dear  aunt  more  than 
I  can  ever  repay,  she  has  acted  a  mother's  kind- 
est part  towards  me,  and.  most  dearly  I  love 
her,"  and  a  tear  started  to  the  fair  girl's  eye. 

Charlotte  felt  for  her  emotion,  and  in  silence 
took  her  offered  hand,  and  kindly  pressed  it. 

She  rose  early  next  morning,  and  we  trust 
may  be  pardoned  for  that  feeling  of  awakened 
vanity  which  made  her  bestow  unusual  care  on 
her  toilette — her  plain,  black  dress  became  her 
greatly,  and  if  she  had  seen  herself  as  others 
saw  her,  she  might  be  vain  for  a  very  lovely 
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girl  she  was.  She  stood  sometime  at  the  open 
window  gazing  out  on  the  scene  before  her ; 
the  ground  was  covered  with  snow,  and  icicles 
hung  in  glittering  bunches  from  the  trees; 
the  view  certainly  was  as  lovely  as  a  winter 
scene  can  be.  The  grounds  around  were 
beautifully  diversified  by  hill  and  dale,  and  the 
numbers  of  scotch  firs  among  the  plantations  of 
the  valleys  gave  the  woods  a  furnished  look ; 
a  river,  moderate  in  size,  flowed  lazily  along, 
seemingly  afraid  to  disturb  the  peace  of  the 
scene ;  and  here  and  there  by  its  banks  rose 
many  a  pretty  cottage,  with  little  hedge  rows, 
and  gardens,  and  all  that  air  of  snug  comfort 
peculiar  to  English  cottages.  At  a  short  distance, 
through  an  opening  glade,  appeared  the  pretty 
town  of  Marthorpe,  built  on  a  hill-side,  and 
the  blue  smoke  rising  gracefully  through 
the  clear  air  from  its  numerous  chimneys 
added  to  its  picturesque  appearance.  It  was 
truly  an  English  scene,  and  a  peaceful  still- 
ness reigned  around ;  this  was  soon  broken 
by  a  peal   of  bells   from   the   steeple  of  the 
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village  church,  ushering  in  the  Christmas 
mom. 

"  A  merry  Christmas  to  you,  sister  mine," 
exclaimed  Henry  underneath  her  window, 
aiming  a  snowball  at  her  face,  and  there  is 
my  Christmas  box  for  you." 

And  the  snowball  fell  on  her  head,  and 
sparkled  amid  her  beautiful  curls. 

^^  Many  happy  Christmases  to  you.  Miss 
O'CarroU,"  said  both  the  young  Percies,  who 
were  with  Henry. 

Charlotte  thanked  them,  and  laughingly 
shaking  her  moistened  hair,  left  the 
window,  and  hurried  to  her  mother's  room 
to  wish  her  the  compliments  of  the  season. 
She  found  her  dressed,  and  her  little  sisters 
busy  in  examining  Christmas  gifts  their  mother 
had  just  ^ven  them  in  their  father's  name. 

^^  He  did  not  forget  his  darling  Lotta,"  said 
Mrs.  O'CarroU,  for  here  is  a  beautiful  little 
watch  and  chain  marked  for  you.  He  got  all 
those  pretty  things  in  London  before  he  went 
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to  Spain,  and  forwarded  them  to  me  to  Ex- 
mouthy  desiring  I  should  not  open  them  until 
this  day,  and  then  give  them  in  his  name. 
May  we  be  all  as  happy  this  day  twelve 
months.*' 

She  fondly  embraced  her  dear  children. 
They  all  descended  together,  and  were  greeted 
by  many  kind  wishes  from  their  amiable  host 
and  hostess. 

A  merry  breakfast  party  they  were — Mr. 
Percie  in  joyous  spirits,  and  even  Emma  Leslie 
looking  less  sad.  He  quizzed  Barton  and 
Roland  about  certain  nameless  dames,  and 
Emma  blushed,  and  Charlotte  tried  to  look 
unconscious ;  his  bluntness  however  was  near 
being  the  destruction  of  Miss  Maiden's  new, 
cashmere  dress,  for  Miss  Leslie,  who  was  fill- 
ing out  some  coffee,  and  who  sat  next  her,  let 
the  cup  overflow,  and  would  in  all  probability 
haVe  continued  pouring  it;  had  not  Boland 
good-naturedly  stopped   her  hand,  and  saved 
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Miss  Maiden's  dress,  though  his  own  hand  saf- 
fered  from  the  scalding  coffee. 

"  Mrs.  O'Carroll,"  said  Mr.  Percie,  when 
they  had  all  finished  breakfast,  ^^  if  you  wish 
to  attend  Divine  Service  to-day,  you  must 
lose  no  time  in  setting  out;  we  have  no 
Eoman  Catholic  place  of  worship  in  our  vil- 
lage ;  the  nearest  chapel  is  seven  miles 
distant,  and  I  have  ascertained  for  you  that 
prayers  commence  there  at  half-past  twelve 
o'clock." 

"  I  should  indeed,  Mr.  Percie,"  she  replied, 
^<  be  very  sorry  to  miss  attending  the  services 
of  this  great  festival.  I  am  very  much  obliged 
for  your  thoughtfulness,  and  if  you  please  I 
will  now  order  the  carriage." 

They  all  rose  from  table.  Charlotte  was 
standing  aside  in  a  window,  when  Roland 
joined  her  and  said — 

"  Will  you  deem  it  necessary,  Miss  O'Car- 
roll,  to  accompany  your  mother  to  service  ? 
It  is  a  long  drive,  and  a  bleak  and  cold  one 
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such  a  day  as  this  ;"  and  he  pointed   to  the 
snow. 

"  Our  reKgion,''  answered  Charlotte,  "  com- 
mands our  regular  attendance  at  mass  on 
Sundays  and  Holidays ;  it  is  a  precept  we 
always  attend  to." 

^^  111  accompany  you  then,"  said  Roland, 
^'  and  perhaps  you  will  convert  me  from  mine 
evil  ways." 

"  I  should  have  a  very  bad  opinion,"  replied 
Charlotte  hastily,  ^*  of  that  person's  sense  of 
religion,  who  would  willingly,  without  a  just 
cause,  give  up  joining  his  own  congregation 
on  this  Holy  and  solemn  Festival,  and  going 
to  one  he  believed  to  be  in  error." 

"  Can  you  be  in  error  in  any  way  ?"  asked 
he. 

"  I  hope  not  in  this,"  said  Charlotte. 
^^  I  am  no  bigot,  though  I  think  my  own  ,re- 
ligion  the  best ;  but  I  trust  in  the  good- 
ness of  that  Providence  who  will  mercifully 
regard  the  good  of  every  religion,  and  kindly 
F  3 
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repay  their  efforts  to  serve  Him  in  sinceritj. 
It  would  be  a  sad  and  sorrowful  doctrine,  to 
believe  that  none  but  Catholics  will  meet  here- 
after in  Heaven." 

''  And  it  would  be  truly  sad  to  me,"  whis- 
pered Roland,  *^  to  think  that  Protestants  and 
Catholics  might  not  be  united  on  earth." 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  his,  but  quickly  bent 
them  on  the  ground,  and  followed  her  mother 
to  prepare  for  their  drive. 
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CHAPTER   XIL 


The  O^Carrolls  returned  at  a  late  hour  from 
chapel^  and  Charlotte  immediately  sought  her 
chamber,  and  having  changed  her  drees,  en- 
tered her  mother's  room,  which  she  found 
empty ;  the  peals  of  laughter  which  she  heard 
below  stairs  induced  her  quickly  to  descend, 
and  in  the  hall  she  found  the  whole  ocmpany 
still  in  their  morning  dresses,  assembled 
round  Barton  Percie,  who  was  making  his  pet 
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monkey  Jocko  play  all  kinds  of  tricks  for  their 
amusement. 

'^  Oh,  Lotta/'  exclaimed  little  Camilla,  run- 
ning up  to  her  as  she  joined  the  group,  ^*  you've 
had  such  a  loss,  for  the  dear  monkey  has  been 
so  funny." 

^^  Imitate  a  young  lady's  singing,  for  Miss 
O'Carroll,"  said  Barton,  and  the  monkey 
did  so  in  a  most  ludicrous  manner,  and  in- 
deed seemed  very  willing  to  amuse  his  ad- 
mirers. 

*'  Come,"  said  Mr.  Percie,  **  this  is  very 
good  and  very  pleasant,  but  we  must  remem- 
ber our  dinner." 

All  retired  to  change  their  dresses,  but  Char- 
lotte, who,  having  made  her  toilette,  went  into  the 
drawing-room ;  inside  this  was  a  small  sitting- 
room,  opening  into  a  conservatory.  This  room 
was  adorned  with  family  pictures ;  there  was 
a  large  one  representing  Barton  and  Boland 
as  mere  children-  -the  former  with  a  whip  and 
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hoop,  and  the  latter  with  his  little  arms  round 
a  large  dog-^a  likeness,  as  Charlotte  fancied^ 
to  her  old  pet  Sam.  Charlotte  stood  gazing 
at  this  pieture.  There  was  Roland — she  could 
not  mistake  him — the  same  bright  smile  played 
on  his  face — that  winning,  arch  look;  she 
sighed  very  gently,  —  her  sigh  was  echoed, 
— she  turned  and  beheld  the  original  of  the 
picture  she  had  been  admiring. 

^^  That  is  a  beautiful  dog,**  said  Charlotte, 
a  little  confused,  ^^  it  is  so  like  one  I  hare  at 
my  dear  home,"  and  Charlotte  seated  herself^ 
and  began  reading  apparently  with  ^reat  dili- 
gence. 

Boland  went  into  the  conservatory  and  re- 
turning in  a  few  minutes,  with  a  small  branch 
of  myrtle,  and  a  camellia  in  his  hand,  ap- 
proached Charlotte. 

'*  Will  you  wear  these  to  oblige  me?"  he 
asked,  in  so  gentle  a  voice,  that  she  smiled. 
"  I  fear  I  forfeited  your  good  opinion  this 
morning,  Miss  O'CarroU,"  he  continued,  *'  and 
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I  assure  you  I  prize  it  very  higblj,  for  I  dare 
not  hope  for  more/'  he  sighed. 

Charlotte  took  the  flowers  with  a  ^^  thank 
you,  Mr.  Percie,"  and  placed  them  in  her  bosom. 
She  thought  she  ought  to  say  something,  but 
what  it  should  be  she  could  not  tell^  so  an  awk- 
ward silence  succeeded.  After  a  few  minutes 
Roland  seated  himself  near  her^  and  seized  her 
hand.     She  struggled  to  release  it. 

«  Forgive  me^  Charlotte— Miss  O'Carroll,'' 
he  said  in  a  low  voice.  ^^  I  fear  I  am  foolish— 
perhaps  presumptuous,  but  I  love  you  dearly, 
and  sincerely." 

Charlotte  snatched  away  her  hand,  and  she 
rose  from  her  seat. 

**  Stay,  Miss  O'CarroU— have  I  offended 
you  ?  Say  I  have  not  I  Say  you  do  not  dis- 
like me  I  Oh,  speak  I  Tell  me,  you  forgive 
my  folly — let  us  be  friends  at  least." 

Charlotte  tried  to  speaks  her  voice  seemed 
gone.  She  held  out  her  hand — blushing  deeply, 
and  Roland  pressed  it,  saying — 
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•*  Oh  ?  forget  what  I  have  said,  if  it  of- 
fended you." 

Charlotte  entered  the  next  room  intending 
to  leave  it,  but  the  door  opened,  and  Miss 
Leslie  entered,  followed  by  Barton.  She  cast 
a  meaning  glance  at  Roland,  and  then  at  Char* 
lotte — and  the  latter  thought  her  usually  pale 
cheek  was  now  of  an  unhealthy  red.  The  rest 
of  the  guests  soon  appeared,  the  conversation 
became  general,  and  the  evening  passed  away 
with  great  merriment  to  alL 

Mrs.  Edward  Percie  was  a  gay,  animated 
woman,  her  husband  a  cold,  formal  man,  the 
very  reverse  of  his  brother,  the  Vicar ;  and 
young  Leslie  was  a  light-hearted  boy,  a  very 
great  contrast  to  his  sister,  but  all  joined  in  en- 
deavouring to  please. 

Charlotte  began  next  day  by  resolving   to 

treat  Roland  as  a  friend,  to  avoid  all  tStes-d-tStes 

with  him  during  her  stay,  and  to  enjoy  the 

gaieties  that   surrounded   her,   but   each    day 

F  5 
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proved  to  her  that  she  felt  an  increased  pleasure 
in  his  society.  Staying  under  the  same  roof 
with  a  lover — a  young  and  first  love — is  cer- 
tainly delightful ;  you  retire  to  rest,  knowing 
you  will  join  him  in  the  morning,  and  you 
feol  a  separation  from  him  during  the  day,  en- 
livened by  the  hope  of  the  evening  meeting. 
Most  true  it  is : 

•*  Oh  I  tbere'i  nothing  half  to  sweet  in  Hfe, 
As  loye's  young  dream" 

Charlotte  fancied  none  perceived  Roland's 
admiration  of  her,  it  was  so  respectful ;  yet 
others  did  ;  though  among  them  was  not  Mrs* 
O'CarroU;  she  was  singularly  deficient  in  seeing 
the  growing  attachment  between  them.  She 
knew  not  much  of  the  w(»rld's  ways ;  she  had 
married  young,  the  friend  and  playmate  of  her 
childhood,  with  her  parent's  sanction.  She 
now  saw  her  children  happy,  and  she  rejoiced 
in  it ;  no  fear  of  Charlotte's  losing  her  heart 
to  young  Roland  Percie  ever  disturbed  her. 
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Nearly  a  week  of  their  visit  had  passed 
— ^the  mornings  were  devoted  by  the  gentlemen 
to  shooting,  and  skating,  sometimes  for  the 
ladies'  amusement.  Roland  more  than  once 
left  his  sport  and  returned  early,  to  Charlotte's 
secret  pleasure,  and  if  she  was  incautious  in 
betraying  the  truth  to  him,  could  she  be 
blamed,  so  young  as  she  was. 

The  evenings  passed  merrily  in  round  games, 
music,  and  an  occasional  dance,  for  Mrs. 
O'CarroU  begged  dancing  should  be  permitted. 

In  Miss  Leslie,  Charlotte  found  an  acquain- 
tance that  delighted  her  much;  her  efforts  to 
please  were  unceasing,  and  in  her  gentle  and 
amiable  sadness,  with  her  apparent  delicacy, 
there  were  charms  to  attract  and  give  an  in- 
terest to  her  character* 

The  last  day  of  the  year  came,  and  the  after- 
noon being  a  beautiful  one,  Emma  Leslie  pro- 
posed to  Charlotte  that  they  should  take 
a  walk  to  Marthorpe^  to  see  her  aunt'j 
schools. 
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'*  Tbey  always  get  a  thorough  cleansing 
during  Christmas  week,"  said  Emma,  ^  so  we 
shall  see  them  in  nice  order." 

Charlotte  willingly  assented,  and  both  young 
ladies,  equipped  in  winter  clothing,  set  out. 

There  is  something  peculiarly  exhilarating  in 
a  walk  on  a  clear  frosty  day,  and  Emma  even 
found  her  spirits  revive ;  she  had  taken  a  great 
fancy  to  Charlotte,  and  she  in  return  liked  her 
extremely— Charlotte  was  giving  her  an  ac- 
count of  their  first  meeting  with  the  Percies 
when  Emma  interrupted  her  by  saying, 

"  Pardon  me,  dear  Miss  O'CarroU,  for  my 
bluntness,  but  I  must  give  you  a  friend's 
opinion,  a  friend's  advice  too ;  I  am  it  is  true, 
young,  yet  I  have  known  much  sorrow,  and 
that  brings  on  premature  steadiness,  I  have 
often  observed  Roland  and  you  tos^ether^he 
loves  you— and  it  strikes  me  you  love  him — or 
only  like  him,  is  it  ?"  and  she  turned  towards 
her  companion.  "  May  I  be  candid,"  asked 
she?" 
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"  Certainly,"  replied  Charlotte,  in  as  firm  a 
voice  as  she  could  command,  ^*  I  wish  you  much 
to  be  80." 

'^  I  have  known  Boland,"  continued  Miss 
Leslie,  '*  since  he  was  a  mere  child,  we  have 
been  brought  up  together — he  is  warm-hearted 
and  kind,  the  best  of  sons  and  of  brothers,  but 
has  two  great  failings.  A  very  quick  temper, 
and  an  unsteadiness  of  character,  are  faults 
which  in  a  married  life  will  cause  unhappiness ; 
Barton  is  unsteady  too,"  and  she  sighed,  *'  Do 
not  blame  me,  dear  Miss  O'CarrolI,  if  I  offer 
you  advice — try  to  check  your  feelings  towards 
Roland— be  to  him  a  friend,  and  nothing  more, 
I  ought  not  perhaps  to  say  so  much." 

'*  Indeed,"  replied  Charlotte,  '*  I  feel  very 
much  obliged  to  you  for  this  kind  interest. 
It  is  true,"  and  she  blushed  as  she  said  it,  *'  I 
like  your  cousin,  Roland  Percie,  better  than 
any  young  man  I  have  ever  met — but  marriage 
is  yet  unthought  of  by  me  —I  am  happy — ah, 
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much  too  bappy  in  my  present  peaceful  life  to 
wish  for  change.'' 

'*  So  I  once  thought,"  said  Emma,  "  my 
brother  and  I  were  left  orphans  at  a  very  early 
age,  and  I  came  here  to  reside  with  my  dear 
aunt  Percie,  and  here  I  have  remained  except 
during  my  school  days — our  fortunes  are  ample 
yet  what  are  they  in  comparison  to  a  home, 
and  parents  to  love  one — this  has  been  a  home 
though  to  me,  here  I  have  met  every  kindness, 
and  I  am  not  ungrateful,"  she  paused.  **  Two 
years  since  I  went  with  my  aunt  to  Tenby,  for 
change  of  air,  for  a  summer,  and  there  I  met 
one  to  whom  I  gave  my  whole  heart,  and  I 
believed  he  loved  me,  for  he  often  told  me  so^ 
in  accents  you  can  feel  but  once ;  I  returned 
here  an  altered  girl,  and  my  lover  told  me  he 
would  soon  come  to  claim  me  as  Iiia  own,"  she 
shuddered,  "  I  never  saw  him  after — he  was  in 
high  life— fond  of  gaiety — he  returned  to  the 
pleasures  of  London  society,  and  last  year  be 
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died  in  a  dael^  fought  about  some  gambling 
debt  r  her  teara  fell  fast,  **  I  have  tried  .to 
forget  him,"  continued  she,  and  sometimes,  for 
a  time,  I  succeed.  Barton  often  says  he  loves 
me-*-he  only  loves  me  in  a  careless  way,  and  I 
cannot  return  even  that  love.  To  avoidhim  I 
spent  the  last  few  months  with  Mrs.  Edward 
Peroie.  My  aunt  is  anxious  I  should  become 
her  daughter-in-law,  but  I  cannot,  no  I  never 
shall,"  and  tears  again  choked  her  utter- 
ance. 

^^  Compose  yourself,  dear  Miss  Leslie,"  snid 
Charlotte,  taking  her  hand,  ^'  Barton  is  good 
and  kind,  and  amiable." 

^^  He  is,"  answered  Emma,  ^^  but  were  he 
perfection,  I  would  not  offer  him  a  blighted 
heart !  had  I  never  known  George  Darwin  I 
might  have  been  happy, — ^but  I  shall  be  so  soon, 
for  I  feel  gradually  sinking  into  an  early 
grave." 

*^  Say  not  so,  Emma,"  said  Charlotte, 
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**  My  mother  died  young,"  replied  she,  "  of 
coQeumption,  in  the  midst  of  happiness,  and 
why  should  I  be  left  on  this  cold  earth 
— but  I  am  saddening  you,"  added  the 
amiable  girl,  seeing  tears  in  Charlotte's  eyes, 
"  Come,  forget  what  I  have  said ;  here  are 
the  schools-^we  will  go  into  them."  They 
entered  a  beautiful,  neat  cottage  of  some  extent, 
"  You  see,"  said  Emma,  '*  they  are  in  perfect 
order,  they  are  under  my  dear  aunt's  special 
directions,  and  at  the  end  of  every  half  yearly 
examinations  she  and  uncle  Percie  give  prizes 
to  the  most  deserving." 

"  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  see  the  church, 
Charlotte/'  asked  Emma  when  they  had  in- 
spected all  the  school-rooms,  ^'  there  is  a  beau- 
tiful painted  glass  window  in  it,  and  some 
handsome  monuments." 

'^  I  should  like  it  very  much,"  said  Charlotte, 
and  they  passed  a  half  an  hour  in  seeing  the 
interior  of  the  building. 
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Emma  stopped  by  a  newly  made  grave  out- 
side the  church  door  and  read  the  date. 

^'  Here,"  said  she,  '^  lies  a  fine  young  woman 
whom  I  knew  well,  she  was  only  three  months 
married  and  she  died  about  a  fortnight  ago  of 
fever — and  here,  near.her^  I  shall  be  buried 
under  this  beautiful  laurel— the  evergreen  is 
my  choice  of  a  tree  over  my  grave,  for  it  be- 
speaks immortality.  Do  not  be  surprised  at 
my  talking  so  carelessly  of  death.     If  you  ever 
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are  made  to  feel  the  worthlessness  of  this 
world's  enjoyments,  you  will  understand  my 
feelings." 

'^  We  have  loitered  here  too  long,  Emma," 
said  Charlotte  gently,  ^^  come,  let  us  walk 
quickly  towards  the  vicarage." 

They  had  not  proceeded  far,  when  they 
were  joined  by  the  young  men,  with  their 
guns  and  their  dogs.  Charlotte  thought  Henry 
looked  tired  and  flushed. 

"  I  fear  there  will  be  rain  to-night^"  ob- 
served  Henry,  '*for  the  wind  is  changing." 
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^'  Oh  I  hope  not  for  your  sakes,  gentlemen/' 
said  Etnifaa.  *'  I  dare  say  you  would  all  die 
of  ennui,  if  you  were  confined  to  the  house 
during  the  mornings." 

^^  I  hope  it  may  rain,  and  heavily  too/^  said 
Roland,  ^'  for  then  in  a  day  or  two,  we  should 
be  able  to  ride  to  see  the  ruins  of  Delsarne 
Abbey." 

'^  And  then,  Emma,"  exclaimed  Bichard 
Leelie,  *'  you  must  finish  your  pretty  sketch  of 
the  ruins;  but  I  beg  Miss  O'CarroU's  figure 
may  be  placed  in  the  foreground,  instead 
of  young  Mrs.  Bimston's.  You  may  remem- 
ber, sister,  how  jealous  her  husband  seemed  of 
our  admiration  of  her." 

^'  He  will  nevef  be  so  again,  Dick,"  said 
Emma,  "  for  we  saw  her  tomb  to-day — she 
died  since  of  fever." 

^'  Indeed  I"  said  all  the  young  men  in  sad 
and  surprised  tones. 

*'  'Tis  but  a  picture  of  this  world's  uncer- 
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taintj,"  replied  Emma — '^in  life  and  health 
to-day,  and  withered  and  gone  to-morrow." 

The  party  reached  home,  and  Charlotte  gave 
full  vent  to  her  tears  in  the  solitude  of  her 
chamber — tears  the  cause  of  which,  if  she  had 
endeavoured  to  analyze,  she  would  have  found 
it  difficult  to  explain. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 


As  Henry  predicted,  rain  set  in,  and  for 
tveo  days  continued  so  heavy,  that  the  gentlemen 
were  forced  to  give  up  their  field  sports,  and 
remain  in  doors.  One  of  them  had  felt  no 
inclination  to  the  ennui  Emma  had  foretold, 
for  Roland,  in  Charlotte*s  company,  felt  a  hap- 
piness he  had  never  known  before,  though  her 
occasional  coldness  made  him  sad ;  he  resolved 
to  seek  an  explanation  of  it,  but  she  carefully 
shunned    all    attempts     to     induce    her     to 
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csmiverse  privately  with  him.  The  third  day 
came  in  that,  sometimes,  beauty  of  a  winter's 
day,  that  makes  one  forget  they  are  still  in 
wintry  time ;  a  general  softness  seemed  to  have 
succeeded  the.  cold  of  the  frost  and  snow;  the 
sun  shone  brightly,  and  Henry,  who  was  declared 
very  weather  wise,  said  *^  it  looked  too  bright 
to  last,"  however,  a  visit  to  Delsarne  Abbey 
was  decided  on,  and  on  horseback,  and  in  the 
carriages,  the  whole  party  set  out  in  high 
spirits.  Charlotte,  Emma,  and  Mrs.  Edward 
Percie,  were  the  only  ladies  on  horseback,  and 
the  young  gentlemen  all  accompanied  them, 
Mr.  Edward  Percie  gave  his  wife  in  charge  to 
Henry,  who  proved  himself,  she  said,  a  very 
careful  and  agreeable  escort,  and  he  drove  with 
the  Vicar. 

They  proceeded  at  a  quick  pace  to  the  ruins 
—Roland  by  Charlotte's  side,  and  Richard 
Leslie,  by  her  request,  at  the  other.  She 
seemed  studiously  to  avoid  conversing  with 
Roland,  and  tried  all  her  agreeability  in  amus- 
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ing    Bicbard.      Koland  soon    perceived  this, 
left  her  and  joined  Henry  and  bis  aunt. 

''  It  feels  cold,  I  think,"  said  Charlotte  to 
her  companion,  '^  let  us  ride  fast,  and  reach 
the  ruins  before  the  rest  of  the  party." 

They  cantered  off,  and  soon  reached  their 
destination,  which  was  about  seven  miles  dis- 
tant from  Martborpe. 

"  Will  you  get  off  your  horse,  Miss  O'Car- 
roll?"  asked  Bichard,  who  bad  quickly  dis- 
mounted, and  stood  by  Charlotte's  bridle, 
proud  of  his  being  her  sole  escort. 

"  Yes,"  said  she,  jumping  ligbtly.from  her 
saddle. 

Richard,  in  his  haste  to  assist  her  to  dis- 
mount, had  neglected  to  fasten  his  horse's 
bridle,  which  when  the  horse  perceived  he 
gallopped  off,  leaving  his  rider  to  admire  his 
giddiness;  he  fastened  Charlotte's  horse  to  a 
tree,  and  apologizing  for  leaving  her  alone, 
ran  after  his  own,  which  had  turned  towards 
Martborpe. 
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Charlotte  was  not  sorry  to  be  left  to  herself^ 
and  she  entered  the  Abbey,  and  wandered  on 
admiring  the  beautiful  ruins ;  the  handiwork  of 
man,  holding  out  for  ages,  bearing  the  marks 
of  its  very  strength  in  its  gradual  decay.  She 
reached  a  small  doorway^  and  passing  through 
it  came  on  an  enclosed  court ;  from  this  she 
issued  by  an  archway,  and  found  herself  on 
the  edge  of  a  green  descent  sloping  down  to 
a  river's  bank,  which  flowed  on  calmly  as  if 
afraid  to  disturb,  by  its  noise,  a  scene,  so 
ancient  and  so  holy.  A  small,  stone  seat  was 
here,  and  Charlotte  seated  herself,  and  began 
thinking  of  what  mostly  occupied  her  thoughts 
—of  Roland, 

**  He  does  not  really  love  me,  thought  she 
— Emma  was  right — ^he  is  unsteady." 

A  deep  drawn  sigh  and  a  few  girlish 
tears  escaped  her;  she  brushed  them  away, 
and  rose  determining  to  join  her  party,  and 
put  on    a  gaiety  she  did  not  feel.       Roland 
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ai)peared  as  if  seeking  her^  and  he  looked 
agitated. 

"  Miss  O'CarroU,"  said  he,  *«  Richard  told 
me  you  were  alone,  and  now  grant  me  five 
minutes'  conversation.  Sit  down— we  will 
await  our  party  here— they  are  back  some 
way,  for  a  trace  of  my  mother's  carriage  broke.** 
And  he  made  Charlotte  sit  down. 

A  half  an  hour  passed,  and  Boland  had 
again  confessed  his  love  in  all  the  glowing 
ardour  of  youth,  and  drew  from  Charlotte  a 
timid  avowal  of  her  feelings  towards  him ;  and 
there  in  that  retired  spot,  Roland  vowed  he  had 
never  loved  but  her,  and  that  she  alone  should 
be  his  wife,  or  he  never  would  marry.  He 
produced  a  ring — a  pretty  one  it  was,  the  de- 
signs forming  a  **  forget-me-not,**  of  pearls 
and  turquoises !  —  he  put  it  on  Charlotte*s 
slender  finger,  and  asked  her,  in  love*s  most 
persuasive  accents,  if  she  would  wear    it  for  i 

his  sake,  until  he  gave  her  another  ring,  and  j 

I 
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she  promised.  She  thought  not  of  the  difficul- 
ties that  lay  before  her,  ere  she  could  marry 
Roland  Percie  —  she  only,  with  youthful 
thoughtlessness,  dwelt  on  the  present  time. 
Hitherto  indulged  in  every  wish,  she  acted  ac- 
cording to  the  impulses  of  her  heart,  and  she 
then  felt  no  regrets.  Roland  showed  her  Henry's 
ring,  which  he  had  kept  since  the  evening  at 
Exmouth. 

**  I  will  preserve  this,*'  said  he,  "  dearest 
Charlotte,  as  it  contains  your  hair,  though  it  is 
useless  as  a  remembrance ;  I  require  nothing 
to  remind  me  of  these  happy  moments — but 
I  must  get  one  promise  from  you — and  it  is 
a  simple  one.  My  first  request  you  will  not 
refuse,"  and  he  took  her  hand— now  not  with- 
drawn, '*  your  lips  could  not  utter  a  harsh — 
no,  I  am  sure,"  continued  he,  '^  say  yes, 
Roland." 

^^  Yes  Roland,"  she  replied  in  the  lowest  and 
sweetest  tone,  blushing  as  she  spoke  his  name 
for  the  first  time. 

VOL.   L  G 
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*^  Thanks,  dearest,  and  now  for  this  request ; 
you  have  adfnowledged  you  love  me  —  that 
I  love  you,  and  how  devotedly,  you  cannot 
doubt  I  am  young  you  know,  and  at 
present,  only  a  lieutenant  in  the  army— but 
next  year  I  hope  to  be  a  captain,  and  then  I 
may  claim  your  hand — I  do  not  doubt  your 
constancy,  but  I  ask  you  to  mention  to  none 
our  engagement — ^let  it  be  a  sacred  and  secret 
^nk  between  us  until  we  meet  again.  Fear 
not  that  I  caai  forget  you — and  now,  ere  we 
are  disturbed  again,  say  ^  yes,  Boland,'  ^ 

Charlotte  hesitated — ^the  party  were  heard 
approaching. 

^^  I  shall  believe  you  do  not  really  love  me, 
if  you  do  not  promise,''  said  Roland  hur- 
riedly. What  could  she  do -^  she  answered 
quickly — 

*^  I  will  do  as  you  please." 

Emma  and  her  brother  first  joined  them,  and 
the  former  noticed  their  confused  looks,  whilst 
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Bichard^after  teUing  Charlotte  how  gallantly  he 
had  captured  his  ran-a way  horse,  fdt  rather  sur- 
prised  that  she  heard  him  in  silence,  when  she 
ought  to  haye  applauded. 

**  She  is  changed  certainly,  within  this  last 
half  hour,"  thought  he,  ^^for  she  was  the  gay- 
est and  most  agreeable  girl  I  ever  met,  when 
we  were  riding  hither,"  and  he  followed  his 
sister  down  to  the  river's  edge,  and  assisted  her 
across  some  rude  stepjnng-stones,  which  had 
been  placed  at  this  point  across  the  river. 
Emma  called  to  Charlotte  to  join  her,  and 
placing  her  at  a  short  distance,  sketched 
her  figure  in  the  for^round  of  her  draw- 
ing. 

**  Now  Richard,"  said  Emma,  *'  show  Char- 
lotte that  view  round  the  comer  of  the  Abbey 
— it  is  best  seen  from  that  point ;  and  Roland, 
come — do  not  leave  me,  but  like  a  good,  oblig- 
ing cousin,  sit  down  and  sharpen  my  pencils, 
for  I  am  in  a  huriy  with  this  drawing." 
3  o 
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Both  obeyed  her,  but  Roland  did  not  do  so 
with  a  good  graces  however,  the  drawing  wai 
soon  completed,  and  he  and  Emma  hastened 
after  Charlotte  and  Richard. 

^^  I  think  Henry's  predictions  of  the  weather 
are  too  soon  to  be  falfiUed/'  observed  Roland, 
'ffor  see,  a  heavy  shower  is  approaching — ^letus 
hasten  to  the  shelter  of  the  Abbey  walls,  there 
is  no  house  near/' 

He  gave  Charlotte  his  arm,  and  they 
turned  to  retrace  their  steps ;  before  they  gained 
the  stepping  stones,  however,  a  very  violent 
winter  shower  came  on,  which  completely 
drenched  them ;  and  when  they  joined  the  party, 
who  were  all  sheltered  in  an  old  vault  of  the 
Abbey,  their  clothes  were  wet,  and  Mrs. 
Percie  declared  they  looked  very  like  two 
heroines  of  romance. 

For  nearly  an  hour  the  rain  fell  in  torrents, 
and  Mrs  Percie,  expressed  the  greatest  fears 
for  Emma,  who  was  obliged  to  remain  in  her 
damp  dress,  but  to  venture  out  was  madness. 
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and  the  carriages  and  horses  had  been  sent, 
before  the  rain  commencedy  to  a  neighbouring 
farmer's  house.  Charlotte  laughed  off  any 
fears  expressed  for  her,  saying  she  was  a  hardy 
mountaineer,  and]the  many  whispered  fears  from 
Roland,  made  her  rejoice  in  the  wetting. 

The  rain  cleared  off,  and  Charlotte  and 
Emma  mounted  their  horses,  with  commands 
frotn  all  to  ride  quickly  home. 

How  different  were  Charlotte's  feelings 
from  what  they  had  been  during  her  ride  in 
the  morning — she  was  glad  to  have  a  quiet 
hour  to  herself  before  the  dinner  bell  rang. 
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CHAPTER   XIV. 


The  next  daj  Charlotte  and  Emma  were 
compelled  to  remain  within,  and  take  every  pre- 
caution agamst  cold,  though  the  former  as- 
serted she  scarcely  ever  remembered  having  had 
one,  and  the  latter  declared  she  felt  quite 
well ;  however,  in  the  evening  she  complained 
of  a  head-ache  and  a  shivering,  and  next  morn- 
ing awoke  very  feverish  with  a  violent  cold. 
Most  carefuUy  did  Charlotte  nurse  and  tend  her, 
but  on  the  third  day  of  her  illness,  the  day 
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Mrs.  O'Carroll  had  fixed  to  return  to  Ex- 
mouth,  the  doctor,  in  attendanoe,  pronounced 
Em^  in  a  high  fever,  lind  Mr.  Perde  hurried 
his  guests  from  the  house,  lest  they  might 
catch  the  infection.  Charlotte  geathf  urged 
a  request,  to  be  allowed  to  attend  on  Emma, 
but  she  was  not  permitted  to  do  so,  and 
she  feared  to  press  for  permission,  lest  any  (me 
should  suspect  her  secret  attachment  to  Roland. 
Mr.  Percie  handed  them  to  their  carriage, 
promising  to  send  regular  accounts  of 
Emma  —  and  they  left  the  Vicarage  with 
regret. 

For  some  days  Emma's  recovery  seemed 
very  doubtfoL  She  was  on  the  verge  ot 
eternity  —  unconcious  of  it— but  slowly  her 
youth  triumphed  over  disease,  and  for  a  time 
she  lingered.  At  the  end  of  six  weeks  she  was 
taken  to  her  friends  at  Exmouth,  for  change  of 
air.  How  attentively  her  wishes  were  complied 
with  by  all  around  her  ;  and  how  assiduously 
Charlotte  sought  to  amuse  and  please  her. 
Her  cousins,  Barton  and  Boland,  often  rode 
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to  see  her,  and  many  delightful  interviews  the 
latter  enjoyed  with  our  heroine  ;  talking  over 
their  future  plans.  Boland  at  each  interview 
pleading  for  permission  to  write  to  her,  when 
parted,  if  only  once ;  with  a  lover's  eloquence  he 
argued  away  Charlotte's  scruples,  till  at  last  she 
yielded  assent  to  receive  a  clandestine  letter. 

But  time,  spend  it  ever  so  delightfully,  will 
pass,  and  the  quicker  seemingly  from  its  plea- 
santness. Boland  came  one  day  with  a  heavy 
heart,  for  he  had  to  join  his  regiment  in  a  distant 
part  of  England. 

"  Charlotte,''  said  he,  "  in  parting,  I  have 
this  morning  told  Henry  of  our  engagement — 
he  asked  me  for  the  ring— but  he  will  not  be- 
tray us.'* 

^^  Bttray  us,  Boland,"  exclaimed  Charlotte, 
"  what  a  word — dear,  dear  Henry—  1  am  de- 
lighted he  knows  all — it  will  be  such  a  pleasure 
to  speak  to  him  about  you." 

"  You  may  find  fault  with  my  words  Miss 
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O'CarroU/'  repEed  Boland,  ''  bot  do  not  do  so 
with  the  feelings  that  prompt  them,"  and 
Charlotte  sighed  to  see  him  look  really 
angry, 

^^  Miss  O'Carroll,  Roland,  is  it/'  asked  she,  with 
a  sweet  smile, '*  forgive  her."  The  loyers' quarrel 
was  quickly  made  up,"  and  they  parted. 

A  month  saw  Enmia  Leslie  apparently,  in 
her  usnal  health,  and  as  February  was  now 
passed,  Mrs.  O'CarroU  was  anxious  to  return  to 
Coomcame  Park,  to  prepare  for  her  husband's 
arriyaL  She  urged  Emma  frequently  to  re- 
turn with  them,  but  she  would  not ;  and  Mrs. 
Percie  promised,  in  her  name,  that  during  the 
coming  summer,  they  would  pay  her  a  long 
visit ;  so  they  parted,  hoping  to  meet  again  in 
health  and  happiness ;  though  Charlotte,  as  she 
assisted  Emma  into  the  carriage,  marked  with 
grief,  her  still  sunken  cheek  and  changing 
colour. 

Another  month  and  the  O'CarroUs  were  again 
G  5 
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comfortably  settled  in  their  home,  most  joy- 
fully anticipating  the  return  of  Mr.  O'Carroll 
and  ManueL 

Charlotte  resumed  her  usual  rides,  but  they 
were  often  passed  almost  in  silence,  or  when 
speaking,  talking  only  of  Boknd,  for  Henry 
was  entirely  in  her  confidence,  and,  in  the 
praises  he  bestowed  on  the  object  of  her 
ardent  attachment,  won  additional  love  from 
Charlotte,  at  least,  she  now  gave  him  credit 
for  discrimination  of  character,  and  she 
valued  his  opinion. 

Mr.    O'Carroll     and    Manuel    landed    at 

W ,  and  hastened  to  Coomcame  Park, 

where  a  large  bonfire  blazed  to  welcome  them 
home,andahappy  circle  they  formed  that  evening 
assembled  round  the  fireside.  Each  had  much  to 
tell,  but  Manuel  spoke  chiefly  of  a  travelling 
companion  they  had  met,  a  Lord  ArchgoUe, 
whilst  Mr.  O'Carroll  echoed  all  his  son's 
prabes ;     and     Charlotte    longed,     as    she 
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gazed  tm  her  dear  &ther  and  brother,  that 
thej  should  know  Roland  —  then  she  s^hed 
when  she  thought  of  the  difference  of  their  re- 
ligion, a  subjeet  on  which  she  had  often  heard 
her  father's  opinion,  but  she  speedily  chased 
away  every  sigh  with  a  hope  for  the  future. 

Oh  I  happy  time  of  youth,  when  hope  gilds 
each  coming  eyent  with  bright  visions  of  bliss  I 
Charlotte  had  now  been  a  year  in  the  world,  and 
was  she  changed  since  then  ?  Her  father  re- 
marked that  she  had  become  very  serious,  and 
thinking  that  she  felt  mmned  with  the  quiet- 
ness of  her  present  life,  proposed  to  his  wife, 
that  they  should  travel. 

Charlotte  was  consulted,  and  asked  which 
she  would  prefer,  a  tour  round  the  Scottish 
lakes*  and  then  the  English,  or  a  more 
lengthened,  continental  tour.  The  beauties  of 
their  own  land  they  had  all  visited.  Had 
she  been  asked  the  same  question  eight 
months  before,  how  gladly  would  she  have  * 
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chosen  the  latter ;    but  now  England  had  a 
magic  in  it,  which  she  could  not  resist 

'*  How  glad  he  will  be  to  see  me,"  thought 
she,  '*'  If  we  should  meet.  If  I  knew  his  ad- 
dress, I  think  I  should  write — his  regiment  was 
stationed  at  Durham  when  we  parted — but  he 
did  not  write  to  me  as  he  said,"  and  she 
sighed. 

July  was  determined  on  for  the  commence- 
ment of  their  tour.  Miss  Maiden  and  the 
children  were  to  remain  at  home,  and  Henry, 
in  June,  was  to  go  to  a  German  university, 
where  Lord  ArchgoUe  had  been  educated,  and 
to  which,  Mr.  O'Carroll  had  taken  a  fancy  to 
send  him  while  he  himself  seemed  glad  of 
the  change,  and  novelty. 

Mrs.  O'CarroU  wrote  to  beg  Emma  Leslie  to 
join  them  in  this  tour,  but  the  answer  to  her  letter, 
which  she  received  from  Mrs.  Percie,  caused  her 
much  regret;  Emma  was  too  ill  to  write,  and  of 
course  too  ill  to  think  of  joining  a  party  of 
pleasure.      The  letter  was  kind  and  friendly. 
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and  concluded  with  a  hope,  that  the  whole 
party  would  pay  Marthorpe  Vicarage  a  visit 
before  they  returned  to  Ireland,  to  which  in- 
vitation Mrs.  O'CarroU  wrote  an  assent,  for  her 
husband  was  very  anxious  to  be  introduced  to 
the  Percies. 

Some  evenings  after  their  decision,  the  whole 
party  was  assembled  in  the  large  drawing- 
room,  the  ladies  working,  and  the  gentlemen 
engaged  reading.  Mr.  OX!)arroll  broke  the  silence 
by  asking  Manuel  what  regiment  his  friend 
ArchgoUe  had  entered  ?  Manuel  answered — 

''  The  73rd.'' 
.  **  Oh  1   I  ara  really  glad  of  that,"  for  here 
are  the  stations  of  the  different  regiments,  for 
this  month,  and  the  73rd  changes  from  Ply- 
mouth to  W . 

*^  I  am  delighted,''  said  Manuel,  springing 
from  his  chair,  with  unwonted  energy,  "  show 

me  the  paper — are  they  coming  to  W ^ 

or  are  they  come  ?" 
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*^  Here,  my  dear  boy,"  replied  Uis  father 
giving  him  the  paper,  <<  satisfy  yourself,'' 

Daring  the  rest  of  the  erening  Manuel 
spoke  of  nothing  but  Lord  Aichgolle,  and  the 
pleasure  he  should  feel  in  meeting  him. 

'*  You  will  like  him  greatly,  Henry,"  said 
Manuel. 

*'  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,"  replied  Henry, 
^^  for  all  the  young  lords  I  have  known,  thought 
too  much  of  themselves  or  of  their  titles  to  be 
agreeable  acquaintances." 

''  Lord  Archgolle,"  said  Mr.  O'CarroU, ''  is  a 
very  superior  being,  and  free  firom  all  self-coneeit ; 
he  is  a  young  man,  who,  by  an  eztraorcBnary 
will  of  his  father,  is  a  minor  until  he  is 
twenty-five,  unless  he  should  marry  before, 
and  is  obliged  to  content  himself  with  a  small  an- 
nuity, though  he  will  eventually  be  the  possessor 
of  many  thousands  annually;  he  was  too,  obliged 
to  travel  far  three  years — ^he  was  finishing  his 
wanderings  when  we  met  him,  and  then  intended 
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entering  the  army.  His  siaters  are  married, 
and  he  has  no  tie  to  bind  him  to  home ;  beddes 
he  is  Irish  by  his  mother's  side,  and  half  a 
Papist." 

^^  Take  care  of  your  little  heart,  Lotte !"  said 
Henry,  and  he  smiled,  for  well  he  knew  that 
caution  was  unnecessary. 

Manuel  bad  thrown  by  the  paper — 
Charlotte  took  it  up,  and  her  eye  brightened 
as  she  saw  that  the  regiment  Roland  was  iti, 
had  changed  to  Edinbui^h,  she  was  going 
there — her  father  would  see  him — ^like  him — 
and  she  should  be  so  happy. 

Soon  after  Lord   Archgolle    arrived  with 

his  regiment  in  W ,  and  his  friends  at 

Coomcame,  lost  no  time  in  welcoming  him  to 
Ireland.  He  certainly  merited  their  warm 
eulogiums  for  he  was  most  unaffected  in  his  man- 
ners—very lively  and  agreeable,  and  elegant 
looking  ;  he  seemed  at  first  greatly  struck  by 
Charlotte's  appearance,   and  turning  towards 
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Mapiiel,  reproached  bim,  in  a  low  voice,  for 
never  telling  him  he  had  such  a  beautiful 
sister. 

"  I  am  very  glad  you  admire  her,"  said 
Manuel,  '^  and  when  you  know  more  of  her,  I 
think  will  like  her." 

A  large  party  were  assembled  at  Coom- 
carne  Park  to  welcome  the  new  comer,  and 
among  them  Mrs.  Cardon  and  Amelia ;  the 
latter  determined,  if  possible,  to  engross  Lord 
Archgolle's  conversation ;  and  hearing  he  was 
very  musical,  resolved  that  evening  to  sur- 
prise him,  and  gain  his  admiration,  by  a  display 
of  her  musical  talents. 

'*  Charlotte,"  she  remarked,  **  had  become 
very  silent  and  serious,"  so  she  hoped  by  her 
attentions,  to  keep  Lord  ArchgoUe  to  herself. 

The  dinner  party  passed  off  not  as  dinner 
parties  often  do,  in  silent  stupidity,  but 
very  agreeably.  Lord  I  ArchgoUe  appeared 
to  great  advantage,  and  Charlotte  could  not 
help  observing  how  frequently  his  eyes  were 
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bent  on  her,  aiid  she  felt  relieved  when  the 
ladies  rose  to  retire. 

•^  We  must  have  music  to  night/*  said 
Amelia,  *^  for  Lord  Archgolle  told  me  he  was 
passionately  fond  of  it,"  and  she  tripped  into 
the  mu8ic*room,  followed  by  Charlotte,  who 
took  up  a  book  and  sat,  apparently,  reading,  till 
she  was  aroused  by  hearing  Amelia  play  the  air 
of  the  duett,  Roland  and  Barton  had  so  often 
sung,  and  the  music  of  which  she  had  copied 
when  at  Marthorpe  Vicarage, 

"  Where  did  you  get  this  song.  Miss  O'Car- 
roU,"  asked  Amelia. 

Charlotte  rose  and  saw  that  Amelia  had 
opened  all  her  music  folios. 

*'  When  I  was  in  England,"  she  replied, 
leaving  Amelia  to  her  study  of  the  song. 

A  servant  entered  with  coffee,  and  presented 
to  Charlotte  two  letters,  one  from  Emma  Leslie, 
the  other — her  heart  palpitated — she  opened  it, 
and  found  it  was  from  Boland—  the  first  she 
read,  and  then  took  it  to  her  mother  ;  it  was 
but  a  few  Unes,  an  effort  from  an  invalid — 
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but  it  expressed  muoh  gratitade  for  tbdr  kind 
remembrance  of  her,  and  hoped  to  be  better 
before  thej  visited  Mft^horpe.  Barton  she 
mentioned  as  being  engaged  pursuing  his 
studies— but  Boland's  name  she  omitted,  and 
Charlotte  smiled  as  she  marked  the  omission. 
She  must  be  pardoned  for  retiring  to  her  dress- 
ing-room, leaving  Amelia  alone  to  practise  her 
music ;  and  reading  and  re-reading  her  first 
love  letter — it  was  all  she  could  desire. 

What  a  pleasure  is  conveyed  to  the  heart  by 
a  kind  and  Itfectionate  letter  from  a  loved 
friend;  Charlotte  with  a  light  and  happy 
heart  descended  to  the  drawing-room,  and  for 
that  night  at  least,  she  was  proof  against  Lord 
Archgolle's  attention. 

Henry  noticed  her  additional  animation,  and 
he,  really  liking  his  friend  Roland,  rejoiced  in 
the  cause — ^he  was  very  young  aad  so  was 
Charlotte,  and  both  had  their  dreams  for  the 
time  to  come  ;  theirs  was  the  season  of  jojrful 
anticipations  —  yet  a  sad  future  lay  before 
them  I 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


Charlotte  found,  on  re-entering  the  musics 
room,  Amelia  still  at  the  piano.  She  was 
playing  over,  and  humming  at  the  same  time, 
Boland's  duet,  but  on  the  entrance  of  Lord 
ArchgoUe,  who  followed  our  heroine  from  the 
drawing-room,  she  commenced. 

Charlotte  was  seated  on  the  sofa  and  b;  her 
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sat  Henry.      Lord  ArchgoUe  stood  near  ex- 
amining some  prints. 

^^  Prevail  on  Miss  Cardon  to  sing,  Lotte," 
said  Manuel  advancing  to  Charlotte,  ^^  Lord 
4rchgolle  is  very  fond  of  singing,"  she 
immediately  rose  and  asked  Amelia  to  sing,  for 
she  was  free  from  any  paltry  feelings  of  fear  that 
Amelia  would  eclipse  her. 

'*  Excuse  me,"  answered  Miss  Cardon 
hastily  rising  from  the  piano,  and  seating  her- 
self near  Lord  Archgolle,  "  1  cannot  sing 
to-night — I  thought,"  added  she,  turning  to 
him,  ^'  your  lordship  said  you  were  fond  ot 
music." 

^'  So  I  am  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  the 
gentle  science,"  replied  he,  continuing  his 
observation  of  the  prints. 

Charlotte  who  had  gone  into  the  drawing-room 
returned  with  the  two  Miss  Mastertons,  who 
very  obligingly  sang  some  pretty  duets.  Lord 
Archgolle  left  his  prints  —  joined  the  group 
round  the  piano,  and  seemed  much  pleased. 
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^'  N0W9  Lotte,  comes  yoar  turny"  said  Man- 
uely  who  seemed  bent  on  showing  off  his  sister 
before  his  friend  ;  and  she  at  once  complied, 
and  sang  to  the  harp,  one  of  Moore^s  Melo- 
dies—the words  of  which,  seem  a  part  of  the 
tone. 

^'  Do  you  know  this  little  song.  Miss  O'Car- 
roll/'  asked  Lord  ArchgoUe,  taking  up 
Roland's  duet,  when  he  had  thanked  her  very 
graceftilly  for  her  sweet  song. 

^^  Yes,  replied  Charlotte,  *'  Henry  sings  it 
with  me,"  and  they  sang  the  duet,  with  great 
feeling  and  taste 

When  they  had  concluded.  Lord  ArchgoUe 
said — 

^'  This  is  a  peculiar  favorite  of  mine,  though 
it  is  more  than  three  years  since  1  heard  it — 
it  was  on  the  eve  of  my  leaving  England  for 
my  travels ;  you  may  remember,  Manuel,  hav- 
ing often  heard  me  speak  of  the  fite  I  was  in- 
vited to,  at  Dover,  by  the  officers  then  quar- 
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tered  there.  We  were  a  large,  merry  party, 
and  among  us  were  two  yoang  men  of  the 
nnme  of  Peroie,  one  an  ensign  in  the  regiment, 
lately  joined,  who  sang  this  song  with  such 
exquisite  taste  I  have  never  forgotten  it  sinee.*^ 
<<  Were  these  young  mens'  names  Barton 
and  Boland  Percie,"  asked  Henry,  ^*  for  we 
knew  two  of  that  name,  at  Ezmouth  ?" 

*^  Yes,  they  were,"  replied  Lord  ArohgoUe, 
**  their  father  is  vicar  of  some  place  in  Devon- 
diire,  and  a  near  cousin  of  mine,  so  take  care 
what  you  say  of  them,**  added  he  laughing. 

Charlotte  thought  Henry's  praises  sounded 
rather  cold,  but  during  that  evening,  she 
applied  '  herself  with  great  pleasure  to  en- 
tertain Lord  Archgolle,  as  Boland's  cousin,  and 
not  a  thought  of  making  a  conquest  of  him 
entered  her  mind.  She  was  Roland's  in  every 
thougkt-^pledged  to  him,  and  she  would  have 
hated  herself,  if  she  thought  she  could  ever 
cease  to  love  him. 


THE  RLOPBlfBNT.  143 

Unfortunately,  Lord  Archgolle  knew  not 
this,  and  each  Tisit  he  'made  to  Coom- 
came  Park,  he  felt  an  increasmg  pleasure 
in  her  society  ;  she  was  always  glad  to 
see  him,  and  he  almott  loved  her  for  that  total 
want  of  coquetry  she  excelled  in.  His  atten- 
tions were  marked  towards  her,  and  her  father 
and  Manuel  were  never  weary  of  lauding  him 
— both  wished  much  for  him  as  a  husband  for 
Charlotte^ 

May  arrived  in  all  its  beauty,  and  maby  ga^, 
rural  parties  they  had,  yet  Charlotte  did  not 
enjoy  them — she  longed  to  have  them  over — 
that  their  tour  might  be  begun,  for  in  Scot- 
land all  her  hopes  lay. 

June  came,  and  Henry  prepared  to  leave  for 
Germany,  Mr.  O'CarroU  intending  accompany- 
ing him  to  London. 

Charlotte  deeply  felt  the  parting  with  him 
for  he  was  her  favorite  brother — her  confidant 

— find  as  she  listened  to  all  his  plans  for  the 
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future,  on  the  eve  of  his  departure,  she  fer- 
vently hoped  he  might  live  to  realise  them. 

At  his  request,  they  had  strolled  out  after 
dinner,  to  the  summer  house  by  the  lake's  side, 
and  there  they  passed  an  hour  or  two  in  talk- 
ing and  planning.  Often  was  Boland's  name 
introduced,  and  many  happy  days  were  looked 
forward  to. 

^^  It  is  late,  dearest  Lotte,"  said  Henry, 
^^  so  we  must  return  home.  You  will  miss  me 
often  in  your  walks  and  rides,  but  I  will  write 
frequently  and  you  will  reply  and  tell  me  all  and 
everything  ;  and  when  I  come  back  I  shall  be 
so  much  improved — three  years  pass  quickly-^ 
and  I  will  study  so  diligently,  and  try  to  be  a 
great  man — a  learned  man." 

^^  Take  care  of  your  health,  my  own,  dear 
Henry,"  said  Charlotte,  ''  for  indeed  I  do  not 
think  you  are  as  strong  as  you  faney  your- 
self." 

And  Henry  gently  chided  her  for  saying  so ; 


THE  ELOPEMENT.  145 

and  together  thej  strolled  home,  through  that 
beautifiil  Park  in  the  silvery  moonlight ;  and 
Charlotte  often,  in  after  life,  thought  of  her 
gaiety  and  happiness  during  that  ramble. 

The  adieus  were  spoken  next  morning^  and 
Henry  was  gone. 

*'  Good  bye"  is  a  sad,  sad  word  when  loving 
ones  part ;  and  Charlotte  felt  all  day  very 
lonely,  but  she  endeavoured  to  cheer  those 
around  her,  for  all  regretted  Henry's  departure 
— he  was  so  lovely  and  beloved. 

In  the  evening,  the  whole  of  the  family  walked 
to  Peter's  cottage,  to  enquire  for  the  poor  old 
man  who  was  slowly  recovering  from  illness ;  re- 
turning home,  Charlotte  proposed  to  extend 
their  walk  homewards  through  the  woods  : 
Mrs.  O'CarroU  said  she  felt  too  fatigued  to  do 
so,  but  that  she  would  return  home  the  shortest 
way  with  Miss  Maiden,  whilst  the  children  very 
gladly  joined  Charlotte  in  taking  the  longest 
ramble. 

VOL.   I.  H 
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^^  Oh,  Loftm^Baidtttde  Camilta  clappfaig^ 
hands,  as  they  reacheii  the  e^  of  the  lake, 
^'  here  »  the  little  skiff,  and  do  let  tfs  take  a 
nice  row  on  the  Water.** 

*^  Do  siister,**  wtid  Itfaty,  ^^^and  Camn&e  and 
I  will  pnll  the  paddles  so  welh-t-^so  steadtty— 
you  know  Henry  laogbt  ns  to  rdw." 

<<  And  we  will  sing  the  Ghmdoliers^Claait 
Roland  taught  Us,"  added  Gammie,  *^  oh  I 
do." 

Charlotte  got  into  tiie  litde  ^boat,  iad 
the  children  pulled  it  skilfully  across  the 
lake^  at  the  same  time  siugiBg  Tery  prettily, 
and  Charlotte  in  return  sang  for  them.  They 
had  reached  the  end  -of  the  lake  where  the 
avenue  wound  by  it. 

'^  Look  Lotta/'  said  llary,  ^^iih^re  is  the 
pest-man  paesifig,  ^htdl  I  aakhim  if  he  has  a 
letter  for  ycmf 

"  Do,"  Veplled  Ae. 

The  man  came,  in  answer  to  the  call,  to  tiie 


:w»  m^isassKT.  147 

Ii«l6r'u9.edge,,4iad  |^«  a  ^1^  £ar  Cjjiftrlotle; 
it  WAS  from  Boknd. 

*^  Is  it  from  Emma  Leslie  ?^  asked  .Camilla. 

**  It  is  not,  dear  Cammie^'V^iaid  Qiiarlotte, 
-frlQie  a  sKghtUush  oyj^rsprse^^^^r^oe. 

^' From  vliom  is  it  tbftD/''4^i|tS9i|^^'With 
childish  iaquisitiyenesfi. 

^It  is  not  fromE»glajid,''i«»*d,CbaTlotte, 
and  sbe  oontinued  iCMidiiig  .i^,  ^^ile  little 
Gammie  seemed  anything  butip)ea8$^9.|t^t  she 
4iad  not  been  told  irho^tbeijin^er^ii^as. 

^^^barlotte  read,  and  :$he  ;f^It  h^r  lips 
^ow  cold,  and  her  heart  beat  iirUdly.  She  had 
not  written  a  reply  to  Bolan|l*s  rfirst^ 4^(«r,  and 
he  reproached  her  bitttily  for  her  -^i^gleot — 
feared  sh^was  forgetting  him,  and conclucledby 
^MPj^ng  her,  if  .she,  ^indeed,  iStUl  cfHri^.fpr  him, 
to  write  at  onee ;  jlk^  ^pot  t}^  l^ter  infio 
'her  retieule,  she  gascii  on  rbis  aring.Tr-and 
she  thought  on  .his  kwfe,  ai|4  ..tbenwa^q»th.  with 
which  he  had  pledged  himself  to  be.bq:^,  ^nd 
H  3 
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hers  only ;  and  then  she  remembered  that  Henrj 
her  confidant  was  gone — and  tears  'started  to 
her  eyes. 

'^  Mary,**  exclaimed  Camilla,  rather  pet- 
tishly, **  see,  you  are  pulling  too  strong — you 
have  put  us  on  the  bank/'  and  the  little  boat 
stuck  fast  on  a  sandy  and  ridgy  bank. 

*' What  shall  we  do  now,  sister?"  .asked 
Mary,  '*  for  see,  the  mischief  I  have  done  ?" 

Charlotte  rose  to  try  and  move  off 
the  boat— her  thoughts  were  wandering — she 
took  the  paddle  from  Mary,  and  standing  in 
the  bow  of  the  little  boat,  pushed  with  all 
her  strength — it  moved  off  suddenly,  and  the 
jerk  threw  her  head  foremost  into  the 
water. 

^'  Do  not  be  frightened,  loves  —  it  is  not 
deep  here,"  said  she,  to  her  terrified  little  sisters 
who  were  screaming  violently,  ^'  sit  stiU,**  and 
she  began  to  wade  through  the  water  to  catch 
the  boat. 

**  For  God's  sake  stop.  Miss  O'CarrolI,"    ex- 
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claimed  a  man's  voice  from  the  shore,  which 
was  near  at  this  point ;  but  Charlotte  still  held 
the  little  boat  fast,  and  as  she  turned,  beheld 
Lord^  ArchgoUe  advancing  rapidly  through  the; 
water ;  she  knew  it  deepened  all  round  the 
bank  she  stood  on,  and  she  tremblingly  called 
out  to  him  to  stop. 

*^  Fear  not,"  replied  he,  *^  I  am  an  expert 
swimmer,"  and  in  a  minute  more  he  was  by 
her  side— had  placed  her  in  the  boat,  and  then 
taking  the  only  remaining  paddle,  commenced 
rowing  them  to  the  shore. 

The  children  soon  forgot  their  fright,  and 
gaily  ran  on  together  before  Charlotte,  who, 
leaning  on  .Lord  ArchgoUe,  w^s  impelled  by 
him  to  her  utmost  walking  speed,  to  guard 
against  cold  after  her  wetting.  They  walked 
for  a  short  time  in  silence. 

"  Miss  O'CarrolV  said  Lord  ArchgoUe, 
'^you  must  be  surprisied  at  seeing  me  here,  at 
this  unseasonable  hour.    I  took  an  early  dinner  at 
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W — • y  and  the  eveninff  wan  so  fine,   I 

eonld  not  reme^  riding  ever.  I  was  pmuig 
along  the  aventiey  \^lieii  I  iiotfoed  your  liule 
boat  pai^T-^o  giving  my^horde  and  aBmallbadLet 
6f  sheHa^  I  proonred  tbis  ibonxing,  to  a  eewMit 
wbom  1  met,  I  started  to  join  yon^" 

"  You  are  very  kind.  Lord  Archgrffe,**  te^ 
plied  Obai^Mte,  *^  and  I  aeinre  you  we  shall 
always  be  gkd  to  see  yott.** 

^^  Would  that  I  could  believe  pau  would! 
be  always  tR>^  Mm  O'Carroll/'  said  hey  "^  that 
belief,  would  indeed  give  me  inezpresdble 
pleasure.  I  hope  you  will  like  the  shelb,'^ 
added  he,  **  I  heard  you  last  week  wish  finr 
sbme,  to  complete  your  collection.  Two  of 
them — the  ealiotes  spendens,  my  eousiii  Koland 
Percie  gave  me^  when  we  were  school-fdlows 
at  Eton.  I  had  a  letter  from  him  this  morn- 
ing,— ^it  seemed  a  cold  and  strangle  one  too — 
I  thought  I  bad  written  him  long  aocountsof 
you  all,  knowing  how  very  intimaite  you  had 
been,yethe  sends  no  kind  measage,''he  looked  at 
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her  blusfal^g  qh^k,  mi  ^  sUeooe  foUow^ed. 

^^  Yoa  s^w  ipi^  i^t  youK  U3ttal  spirits  this 
eyeQiz^  Miss  O'CarrplU'^  rosomed  Losd  Arcbr 
goUe. 

<'I  fioei  so loaely^''  refAi^d  Gharlotte^  ^'with- 
out my  deBK  Hrary." 

^  I  wisl^  oh^  boi9f  truiy,  dmx  Miss  O'Car- 
roUy  there  was  [w  one  dearer   than   Henry 
absent— -foxjl^ve  ma  if  I  eeeoA  forward.     I  have 
known  yoi|  it  h  true)  bat  two  months — two 
happy  and  deligh1|&d  n^ontiaia^  yet  I  feel  as  if 
we  were  old  aoquaintai^Qea.      May  I   speak 
freely  T 
<^  Certainly/'  ^nswereid  Charlotte. 
**  Miss  CyCarroU,'*    aaid  he,    *'  It  was  my 
BatbeEir'a  dying  request  that   I   should  marry 
yoong;  to  urge  Wfi  to  do  this,  he  made  the  ex- 
traordioary  will  you  have  beard  me  speak  of, 
and  I  entered  life  determined   to  fulfil    his 
wishes.      I  travelled  for  three  years— I  met 
ladies— youAg  and  beautiful,  but  never  eould 
find  one  to  love—"   he  paused,  ^'  until  I  met 
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you — ^jouhave  realised  my  boyish  dreams  of  all 
that  is  estimable  in  woman,  and  you,  Charlotte, 
I  love  sincerely  and  disinterestedly,  Will  not 
you  speak — say  one  word  to  me  ?" 

Charlotte  was  mute  —she  hung  her  head, 
and  relinquished  the  arm  which  supported  her. 
"  It  is  then,  as  I  feared,**  added  he,  *'  I  have 
often  and  often  observed  you/ when  Boland's 
name  has  been  mentioned — I  have  seen  your 
pleased  bok  when  Henry  praised  him,  and  I 
too  have  seen  your  almost  angry  one,  when 
Manuel  has  spoken  slightingly  of  him — 
believe  me— I  woidd  givQ  all  I  possess,  to 
think  you  only  liked  him  as  a  friend." 

**  Lord  Archgolle,"  said  Charlotte,  **  I 
thank  you  for  your  good  opinion — I  value  it 
most  truly,  as — *'  and  her  promise  of  secrecy 
to  Koland  stopped  her — "  I  owe  you  this 
avowal — my  affections  are  irrevocably  fixed — 
—  engaged  —  where  I  cannot  say  — forget 
me — or  rattier  think  of  me  as  a  friend  that 
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wishes  you  well  in  all  sincerity/'  and  she  held 
out  her  hand  to'him^  it  was  that  on  which 
was  Boland's  ring^  and  she  thought  of  him 
— her  only  love.  ^  *^ 

•    Lord  ArchgoUe  took  it  kindly* 

^'  Miss  O'CarroU,"  said  he.  in  a  faltering 
voice,  *^  I  will  try  to  think  of  you  as  a 
friend^  and  warmly  I  wiih  you  every  happi- 
ness—  had  it  been  fated  that  I  could  have 
been  more — how  fondly  would  I  have  loved 
and  cherished  you — your  wishes  should  have 
been  laws,  but  now — " 

*^  You  must  forget  all  this,"  ejhe  replied 
— '*  no  one  shall  know  of  this  conversa- 
tion^ believe  me.  Continue  to  visit  us,  during 
your  stay,  and  we  will  always  be  good  friends," 
added  she,  smiling  kindly. 

He  pressed  her  hand,  and  with  a    ^^  God 

bless  you  "  mounted  his  horse  and  rode  quickly 

away. 

Charlotte  had  invited  him  to  join  them  at  tea, 

and  to  change  his  wet  clothes,  for  when  are 
H  5 
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the  diities  of  bob^iti^ty  forgotten  bjr  m  Irieh- 
woman ;  but  hts  Idx^sMp  felt  he  ought  iloti  and 
for  a  week  he  abst^ed  ftom  v&itiiig  Ht  6odtn« 
carne  Park^  and  when  he  ^ine,  Gh^lotte 
always  found  Bokiie  oceuse  for  ftbeentifig  her- 
self;  he  rematked  this  aikd  applataded  her 
motiylds,  thdbgh  he  regretted  the  cause. 
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CHAPTER   XVL 


'At  the  ead  of  the  month,  Mr.  CCarroUre- 
tomed  from  Londoiii  having  seen  Henry  on 
hoard  a  sailing  vessel,  which  was  to  convey 
him  to  Hamburgh,  whence  he  was  to 
proceed  to  the  Univ^»ity  of  Gt>ttingen. 

One  of  Mr.  O'CarrolTs  first  enquiries  of 
Mamid  was,  if  Lord  Archgdle  continued 
his  attentions  to  Charlotte,  and  he  felt  a 
regret  when  he  was  told  that  they  had  met 
very  seldom  during  his  absence,  and  that  Char- 
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lotte  did  not  seem  to  like  him.  In  truth  her 
thoughts  were  solely  engrossed  by  the  prospect 
of  soon  meeting  Boland. 

She  had  written  a  few  lines  to  him — she  read 
them  over  and  over,  and  afler  she  had  spoiled 
several  sheets  of  paper,  then  finding  she  could 
>vrite  nothing  that  would  satisfy  her, 
determined  not  to  send  any  answer  to  his 
letter,  thinking  what  a  joyful  surprise 
it  would  be  to  him,  to  see  her  in  Edin- 
burgh. 

Days  passed,  and  July  came  in  with  fair,  mild 
weather,  the  O'CarroUs  left  Coomcarne 
Park  and  arrived  in  Dublin,  and  Mr.  O'CarroU 
remarked  with  pleasure,  how  much  improved 
Charlotte's  spirits  were ;  she  laughed  and 
talked  with  all  her  former  gaiety,  but  he  was 
very  far  from  divining  the  real  cause. 

From  Dublin  they  sailed  to  Liverpool,  and 
thence,  after  a  tour  round  the  English 
Lakes,  proceeded  to  Edinburgh,  intending  to 
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remain  there  a  week,  and  then  proceed  to 
visit  the  beautiful  Scottish  Lakes. 

*^  Will  you  take  a  stroll  through  the  towu, 
ladies  ?"  said  Mr.  O'Carroll,  to  his  wife  and 
daughter,  the  morning  after  their  arrival  in 
Edinburgh,  as  they  sat  loitering  over  a  lat9 
breakfast,  '^  It  is  indeed  well  worth  seeing, 
Bind  we  must  remember  that  as  tourists,  we 
are  bound  in  conscience  to  see  everything  we 
can." 

**  I  feel  quite  fatigued  this  morning,  Henry,'* 
replied  Mrs.  O'Carroll,  "  from  our  very  long 
journey  yesterday,  so  I  will  rest  and  join 
you  in  a  walk  in  the  evening — but  I  am  sure 
Lotta  will  go—  she  looks  very  willing.'' 

^'  Indeed  I  am,  dear  mamma,"  said  Char- 
lotte, rising,  <'  shall  I  go  now,  father,  and 
put  on  my  bonnet,  I  am  very  anxious  to  begin 
sight-seeing  ?" 

*'  Do,  love,"    said  her  father,    and    away 
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riie  faftsten^toher  toilet,  pardon  her  dear  reader 
if  she  bestowed  an  extradegreeof  care  in  adjoBtiBg 
ber  bonnet,  it  was  only  for  the  admiration  of  owt 
she  perchanoe  might  meet 

She  took  her  father's  arm,  Manuel 
walked  with  them,  and  tiiey  gaily  advanced 
along  the  rtreets  -—  passed  from  the  new 
to  the  old  town,  and  w«re  ascending  the  steps 
wlien  Charlotte,  looking  up,  saw,  advancing 
towards  her,  Boland  Fercie,  leaning  on  the 
arm  of  another  officer. 

She  felt  her  heart  beat  wildly,  —  he  ad- 
vanced—he started — he  looked  at  Charlotte, 
and  she  saw  him  turn  deadly  pale;  he  glanced 
at  Manuel,  fihen  «t  her  father,  and  passed  on 
without  bowing.  Tins  passed  in  a  moment, 
and  unnoticed  both  by  Mr.  O'Carrdl  and 
Manuel,  who  were  busy  in  admiring  the 
old  castle  they  were  approaching. 

Charlotte  felt  her  head  grow  dizsy  and  her 
limbs  tremble.    Her  father,  on  whom  she  was 
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leAoing,  Iremarked  the  latter,  and  attributing 
it  lo  &tigae^  asked  her  if  she  wonld  not  like 
to  rest. 

^<  Yerir  much,"  she  replied,  and  her  father 
then  noticing  her  pale  cheeks,  seated  her  on 
an  old  seat  outude  the  caatle. 

I^e  tried  to  conquer  her  feelings,  and  before 
her  father  and  Manuel  had  finished  thdr  in- 
spection of  die  castle,  she  had  succeeded, 
and  they  quietly  descended  towards  the 
town. 

^^  Here  is  a  bookseller's  shop,''  said  Mr. 
O'CarroU,  '*  I  want  to  buy  some  story 
books,  for  Mary  and  Cammie,  so  you  can 
rest  yourself  again,  Lotta." 

They  entered  a  laaige  and  handsome 
bookseller's  shop,  and  she  seated  herself;  but 
•had  scarcely  done  so,  when  she  heard  tlie 
eound  of  a  wdU-^nown  vmce,  and  advancing 
towards  lier  from  the  end  of  the  shop,  she 
saw  Roland. 
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He  looked  at  her,  and  noticing  her  pale- 
nessy  bowed,  and  speaking  in  a  cold,  con« 
strained  voice,  hoped  she  was  well. 

She  bowed  her  head,  for  she  could  not 
speak. 

Was  this  then  Boland— her  own  beloved 
Roland  ? — so  changed.  But  a  womanly  feel- 
ing of  offended  pride  came  to  her  aid,  and 
she  struggled  to  repress  the  tears  that  were 
ready  to  burst  forth. 

Roland  remarked  her  agitation,  and  asked 
in  a  low  voice  which  of  the  gentlemen  was 
the  fortunate  husband. 

^^  My  husband  I"  said  Charlotte,  a  gleam 
of  pleasure  emanating  from  her  eyes.  Here  then 
was  Roland's  coldness  accounted  for,  and  that  too 
in  a  way  which  showed  how  he  loved  her.  '^  My 
dear  father  and  my  eldest  brother  are  my  com- 
panions," added  she,  and  Roland's  delighted 
look  more  than  repaid  her  for  the  short  anxiety 
his  previous  coldness  had  caused.    . 
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''  Charlotte,  dear-dear  Charlotte,  forgive 
me, — I  believed  you  false,  and  now  married." 

**  Ah  I  Roland,  you  little  know  me,"  sighed 
she,  but  the  sigh  was  a  happy  one.  "  Come," 
added  she,  advancing  towards  her  father 
and  brother,  *'  I  will  introduce  you  to  these 
formidable  gentlemen." 

Mutual  enquiries  passed  between  them, 
and  before  Mr.  O'CarroU  had  completed  his 
pt^rchases,  Charlotte  had  forgiven  —  nay, 
remembered  with  pleasure  Roland's  cold 
salute. 

*' Do  you  feel  quite  strong  now,  Lotta?" 
said  her  father,  —  "  I  need  not  ask  though, 
for  you  have  recovered  your  bloom — the  walk 
up   that    steep  hill  was  too  fatiguing." 

Roland  looked  at  her  smilingly,  and  she  saw 
he  understood  the  cause  of  her-  fatigue  and 
recovery. 

"  You  will  accompany  us  I  hope  to 
our  hotel,  Mr.  Percie,"   said  Mr.    O'CarroU, 
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He  looked  at  her,  and  noticing  her  pale- 
ness, bowed,  and  speaking  in  ^  cold,  con^t 
strained  voice,  hoped  she  was  well. 

She  bowed  her  head,  for  she  could  not 
speak. 

Was  this  then  Koland— her  own  beloved 
Roland  ? — so  changed.  But  a  womanly  feel- 
ing of  offended  pride  came  to  her  aid,  and 
she  struggled  to  repress  the  tears  that  were 
ready  to  burst  forth. 

Roland  remarked  her  agitation,  and  asked 
in  a  low  voice  which  of  the  gentlemen  was 
the  fortunate  husband. 

'^  My  husband  I"  said  Charlotte,  a  gleam 
of  pleasure  emanating  from  her  eyes.  Here  then 
was  Roland's  coldness  accounted  for,  and  that  too 
in  a  way  which  showed  how  he  loved  her.  '^  My 
dear  father  and  my  eldest  brother  are  my  com- 
panions," added  she,  and  Roland's  delighted 
look  more  than  repaid  her  for  the  short  anxiety 
his  previous  coldness  had  caused.    . 
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**  Charlotte,  dear— dear  Charlotte,  forgive 
me, — I  believed  you  false,  and  now  married." 

**  Ah  I  Boland,  you  little  know  me,"  sighed 
she,  but  the  sigh  was  a  happy  one,  "  Come," 
added  she,  advancing  towards  her  father 
and  brother,  *'  I  will  introduce  you  to  these 
formidable  gentlemen." 

Mutual  enquiries  passed  between  them, 
and  before  Mr.  O'CarroU  had  completed  his 
purchases,  Charlotte  had  forgiven  —  nay, 
remembered  with  pleasure  Boland's  cold 
salute. 

*' Do  you  feel  quite  strong  now,  Lotta?" 
said  her  father,  —  "  I  need  not  ask  though, 
for  you  have  recovered  your  bloom — the  walk 
up   that    steep  hill  was  too  fatiguing." 

Roland  looked  at  her  smilingly,  and  she  saw 
he  understood  the  cause  of  her  fatigue  and 
recovery. 

"  You  will  accompany  us  I  hope  to 
our  hotel,  Mr.  Percie,"   said  Mr.    O'CarroU, 
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He  looked  at  her^  and  noticing  her  pale-* 
nessy  bowed,  and  speaking  in  a  cold,  con<» 
strained  voice,  hoped  she  was  well. 

She  bowed  her  head,  for  she  could  not 
speak. 

Was  this  then  Roland— her  own  beloved 
Roland  ? — so  changed.  But  a  womanly  feel- 
ing of  offended  pride  came  to  her  aid,  and 
she  struggled  to  repress  the  tears  that  were 
ready  to  burst  forth. 

Roland  remarked  her  agitation,  and  asked 
in  a  low  voice  which  of  the  gentlemen  was 
the  fortunate  husband. 

^^  My  husband  I"  said  Charlotte,  a  gleam 
of  pleasure  emanating  from  her  eyes.  Here  then 
was  Roland's  coldness  accounted  for,  and  that  too 
in  a  way  which  showed  how  he  loved  her.  ^^  My 
dear  father  and  my  eldest  brother  are  my  com- 
panions," added  she,  and  Roland's  delighted 
look  moire  than  repaid  her  for  the  short  anxiety 
his  previous  coldness  had  caused.    . 
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**  Charlotte,  dear— dear  Charlotte,  forgive 
me,— I  believed  you  false,  and  now  married," 

**  Ah  I  Roland,  you  little  know  me,'*  sighed 
she,  but  the  sigh  was  a  happy  one.  "  Come," 
added  she,  advancing  towards  her  father 
and  brother,  *^  I  will  introduce  you  to  these 
formidable  gentlemen." 

Mutual  enquiries  passed  between  them, 
and  before  Mr.  O'Carroli  had  completed  his 
purchases,  Charlotte  had  forgiven  —  nay, 
remembered  with  pleasure  Boland's  cold 
salute. 

^^  Do  you  feel  quite  strong  now,  Lotta?" 
said  her  father,  —  '^  I  need  not  ask  though, 
for  you  have  recovered  your  bloom— the  walk 
up   that    steep  hill  was  too  fatiguing." 

Roland  looked  at  her  smilingly,  and  she  saw 
he  understood  the  cause  of  her.  fatigue  and 
recovery. 

^^  You  will  accompany  us  I  hope  to 
our  hotel,  Mr.  Percie,"  said  Mr.    O'Carroli, 
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He  looked  at  her,  and  noticing  her  pale-* 
ness,  bowed,  and  speaking  in  a  cold,  con<r 
strained  voice,  hoped  she  was  well. 

She  bowed  her  head,  for  she  could  not 
speak* 

Was  this  then  Roland— her  own  beloved 
Roland  ? — so  changed.  But  a  womanly  feel- 
ing of  offended  pride  came  to  her  aid,  and 
she  struggled  to  repress  the  tears  that  were 
ready  to  burst  forth. 

Roland  remarked  her  agitation,  and  asked 
in  a  low  voice  which  of  the  gentlemen  was 
the  fortunate  husband. 

^^  My  husband  I"  said  Charlotte,  a  gleam 
of  pleasure  emanating  from  her  eyes.  Here  then 
was  Roland's  coldness  accounted  for,  and  that  too 
in  a  way  which  showed  how  he  loved  her.  "  My 
dear  father  and  my  eldest  brother  are  my  com- 
panions," added  she,  and  Roland's  delighted 
look  more  than  repaid  her  for  the  short  anxiety 
his  previous  coldness  had  caused.    . 


THE  ELOPEHBNT.  161 

**  Charlotte,  dear— dear  Charlotte,  forgive 
me, — I  believed  you  false,  and  now  married." 

**  Ah  I  Roland,  you  little  know  me,"  sighed 
she,  but  the  sigh  was  a  happy  one.  ^^  Come," 
added  she,  advancing  towards  her  father 
and  brother,  '^  I  will  introduce  you  to  these 
formidable  gentlemen." 

Mutual  enquiries  passed  between  them, 
and  before  Mr.  O'CarroU  had  completed  his 
purchases,  Charlotte  had  forgiven  —  nay, 
remembered  with  pleasure  Boland's  cold 
salute. 

*' Do  you  feel  quite  strong  now,  Lotta?" 
said  her  father,  —  '^  I  need  not  ask  though, 
for  you  have  recovered  your  bloom— the  walk 
up   that    steep  hill  was  too  fatiguing." 

Roland  looked  at  her  smilingly,  and  she  saw 
he  understood  the  cause  of  her  fatigue  and 
recovery. 

^^  Yon  will  accompany  us  I  hope  to 
our  hotel,  Mr.  Percie,"  said  Mr.    O'CarroU, 
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"  Mrs.  0'Cam>U  will  be  Twy  happy  to  sec 
you," 

'*  With  great  pleasare^"  ireplied  B^oliuid 

And  together  they  strolled  towards  the 
hotel. 

Mr&  O'CarrollreeeiTed  Bobnd  with  a  very 
warm  welcome,  and  enquired  most  particularly 
after  all  hb  family,  and  made  him  promise  to 
join  their  dinner  circle. 

^*  YoH  know  now,  I  suppoae,  all  the  liooa  of 
the  town,**  eontiniied  she,  ^  so  you  shall  be 
our  cicerone  this  evening.  Charlotte  will  have 
much  to  ask  you  about  Emma  Leslie.'' 

*^  I  shall  feel  great  pleasure  in  satisfying 
her  curiosity,"  answered  Roland^  and  he  sat 
down  near  Charlotte  on  a  sofa,  at  the  end  of 
the  room.  ^^  I  had  a  letter  yesterday  from 
my  mother,^'  added  he,  *'  and  poor  dear  Emma 
is,  I  fear,  wearing  slowly  and  surely  away  ; 
she  will  not  consent  to  a  removal  from  Mar- 
thorpe  Vicarage,  to  which  she  is  much  at- 
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tached,  and  I  b^et^  no  change  of  air  can 
now  avaSl  fcer ;  —  hete,**  arid  he,  in  a  low 
Toice^  ^<  is  my  ittother's  (e<it€$r,  read  it,  dearest, 
for  yon  ar^  mentioned  in  it  more  than  once," 
and  be  slipped  the  letter  into  Charlotte^s 
hand. 

She  took  it,  thanking  Urn  with  a  look  for 
thii  proof  of  his  eonfidenee. 

"  Matme!,"  said  Mr.  CyCarroU,  who  stood 
at  one  of  the  wtfidows,  ^  make  haste  and  come 
hithaf,-^is  not  that  young  man  with  that  fat 
lady,  there,  on  the  other  side  of  the  street,  oar 
friend,  William  Hasterton." 

^^  It  is  indeed,  father,"  replied  Manuel, 
**  you  know  WilKam  came  to  Scotland  some 
monfhe  since,  on  hia  undoes  death." 

*'  I  dare  say  that  lady  is  his  aunt-^-see,  she 
is  dressed  in  deep  mourning,  whoever  she  is," 
said  Mr.  O'Canill,  **  I  will  go  and  speak  to 
Wilfiam;  in  this  strange  country,  he  will  be 
^ad  to  come  and  dine  with  hk   old    Irish 
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friends,— you  urill  excuse  me,  Mr.  Percie,  for 
half  an  hour  ; — your  old  acquaintance,  here, 
will  entertain  you,*^  and  he  took  up  his 
hat,  and  followed  by  Manuel,  quitted  the 
room. 

*'  You  will  think  us  a  rude  couple,  I  am 
afraid,  if  I  leave  you  too,"  said  Mrs.  O'Car- 
roU,  **  but  I  was  writing  a  letter  when  you 
came,  to  Miss  Maiden,  which  I  am  anxious  to 
have  finished  for  the  post  time — ^you  will  excuse 
me  also  ?  —  Charlotte  say  everything  for 
me,  and  Til  be  back  in  ten  minutes."  She 
hastened  away,  and  Roland  thought  an  apology 
quite  unnecessary. 

"  Will  you  say  everything  for  her,  dear  Char- 
lotte ?"  asked  Roland,  taking  her  hand,  '*  and 
a  great  deal  more  than  she  would  say,  I  hope, 
—my  own  betrothed  bride.  Ah  !  Charlotte, 
if  you  had  known  one  half  the  misery  you 
made  me  suffer,  by  not  writing.  You  know 
Lord   ArchgoUe,  my   cousin  —  why  do  you 
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blush  ?  he  often  writes  to  me  and  always 
speaks  in  such  praise  of  you,  that  I  could  not 
help  fearing  that  his  rank — his  riches  would 
make  you  forget  your  poor  lover." 

"  You  wronged  me  bitterly,  Koland,'^  said 
she,  "  if  I  had  ceased  to  care  for  you,  should 
I  have  kept  this  ring?"  and  she  showed  his 
ring. 

**  That  I  did  wrong  you,  Charlotte,  gives 
me  happier  feelings  than  I  have  felt  for 
months.  Listen  to  me,  in  Lord  ArchgoUe's 
very  last  letter,  he  speaks  of  you  almost  as  if 
he  loved  you,  and  he  adds  jocosely  :  '  I  will 
send  you  some  green  ribbon  on  her  wedding 
day ;'  little  did  he  dream  how  that  mere 
sentence  affected  me.  Well,  I  tried  again  and 
again  to  frame  some  excuse  for  your  silence, 
and  endeavoured  to  persuade  myself,  you,  so 
young  and  so  fair,  could  not  be  false ;  I  almost 
hoped  sickness  prevented  your  writing,  and  I 
kept  up  my  spirits,  strange  though    it    may 
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Beeio»  for  a  whole  week,  and  then  in  an  Irish 
paper,  I  read  yoiur  name  among  the 
fashionable  anriTals  in  Dablin-^and  yon  were 
enjoying  yourself  and  had  forgotten  me.  In 
this  state  of  mind  I  met  you  this  morning — 
married,  as  I  thought,  and  oan  you  blame  jpy 
6oldne9s-«-my  formality. 

'*  Roland,"  said  Charlotte,  ^^  I  began  seveml 
letters  to  you,  but  did  not  think  them 
worth  sending — ^you  know  Dow  I  did  not 
foiget  you,  it  was  only  too  much  I  thought 
of  you,*"  and  tears  started  to  her  eyes. 

^*  Charlotte,  dearest  gurl,  I  believe  you,  I 
would  lose  my  life  rather  than  doubt  you.  Tell 
me  one  thing  ;  did  Lord  ArahgoUe  ever  pro- 
rpose  for  you — did  he  hint  ev.ein  that, he  loved 
you?" 

^^  Boland,"  replied  Charlotte,  trembling  a 
little,  *^  you  have  no  right  to  question  me 
ihus." 

''  No  right,^  acclaimed  he  vehemently,  ^'  I0 
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qoeMion  you-^yt>u  that  are  engaged  to  me — 
you  who  aay  yon  love  me.  Pshaw — love  xoe 
— whait  IB  love  wiihout^eonfidenoe?''  and  he  rose 
and  walked  about  the  room,  whilst  Charlotte 
remained  nmte  and  pale  as  a  statue  ;  at  loQgtfa 
he  stopped  before  her,  and  said  in  a  broken  voice, 
*' Charlotte,  I  love  you  as  woman  was  never 
loved,  deeply  and  truly/' 

She  sobbed  and  told  him  all ;  bat  concluded 
by  assuring  him  that  no  person  had  known  it . 

"  And  why  did  you  refuse  him,  Charlotte?*' 
asked  Roland  in  a  pleased  tone. 

*^  You  need  not  ask  that  question  at  any 
rate,''  replied  she  smiling,  as  the  door  opened, 
and  her  father  entered  with  Manuel  and  young 
William  Masterton,  whom  she  felt  really  glad  to 
see— far  away  from  home  we  gladly  welcome 
the  face  we  have  seen  beaming  by  our  ^^  ain 
fire-side,"  and  William  too  was  a  friend  of 
Henry's,  and  he  was  brother  to  Alicia  Mas- 
terton, and  all  these  added  to  the  warmth  of 
heri 
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**  How  do  you  do — I  am  very  glad  to  see 
you." 

He  remained  to  dine,  and  after  dinner,  all 
the  party  walked  out  to  visit  Holyrood 
Palace. 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 


How  many  solemn  tliougfats  does  a  visit  to  a 
ruined  castle^  or  an  ancient  dwelling-place, 
conjure  up.  The  past  comes  before  us  as  we 
tread  the  scenes  of  former  spkndour,  and  tbe 
^ety  of  those  who  adoraed  these  scenes, 
their  enjoyment,  and  too  often  their  sufferings, 
stand  before  us  in  the  vividness  of  reality ;  and 
they  'have  all  gone  from  earth,  and  generations 
after  them  are  swept  away^  and  we  pause  and 
think  that  our  turn  too  will  come — that  we, 
now   happy  and  fuU  of  health,   must  follow 

VOL.    U  I 
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thetn  to  that  '^bourne  whence  no  traveller 
returns/'  our  names  forgotten,  and  others  fil- 
ling our  places ;  and  they  in  their  turn  yielding 
to  the  all-wise  decrees  of  Providence,  will  leave 
this  fair  earth  for  a  fairer  and  a  better  land^ 
where  ^'  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and 
the  weary  are  at  rest,** 

Holyrood  Palace  brings  painful  thoughts  to 
the  mind  of  the  thinking  visiter ;  for  who  can 
foi^t  the  ill  used,  the  beautiful  Mary  Stuart — 
her  wrongs — her  woes— rand  her  death. 

Our  party  had  surveyed  every  apartment  of 
this  antique  pile,  and  had  paused  a  long  time  in 
that  chamberwhich  is  shown  as  the  fatal  scene  of 
David  Rizzio's  murder.  They  reached  the  court 
on  their  return.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  O'CarroU,  and 
William  Masterton  were  a  short  way  in  advance, 
Charlotte  following  with  Manuel  and  Roland. 

<^Oh,  I  fear  I  have  lost  my  reticule,"  said 
Charlotte^  ^'  and  I  had  a  letter  in  it  I  should 
not  wish  to  lose  ;'*  she  looked  at  Roland  as 
she  spoke — ^it  was  his  mother's  letter. 
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^  We  had  better  seek  it  then/^  said  Roland ; 
and  they  returned*  In  the  gallery  they  stop- 
ped. 

^'  Cannot  you  remember  where  you  left  it  ?" 
asked  Manuel, 

^I  think  it  probable  I  dropped  it  in 
R]23uo's  chamber  where  we  remained  so 
long,"  answered  she, 

**  Stay,  then,''  said  Manuel,  ^  wait  for  me, 
and  I  w31  run  and  seek  it ;"  he  hastened  away 
and  the  lovers  were  alone* 

«<  Charlotte,''  said  Roland,  in  a  low,  hesita- 
ting voioe,  ^take  my  arm,  and  let  us  walk 
slowly  before  your  brother,  I  have  much  to 
say." 

^  It  is  better  to  remain  here  for  him,"  re- 
plied she,  <^and  this  is  a  delightful  place  for 
conversation,  we  can  walk  up  and  down  this 
gallery,  and  admire  all  those  beauties,"  and  she 
pointed  to  the  pictures  which  adorned  the 
walls. 

I  3 
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'^  It  is  not  of  them,  Charlotte^  I  would  have 
you  now  think/'  said  Roland  {  ^  but  of  me^ 
and  of  my  feelings.  After  our  conversation 
this  morning  I  need  not  again  teU  you  how 
I  love  you — how  entirely  and  devotedly  I  am 
yours.  You  remember  our  engagemeQt-<-the 
promise  you  entered  into  that  happy  day  last 
winter,  at  the  ruins  of  Delsame  Abbey ; — ^tben 
I  asked  you  to  continue  your  love  to  me  in 
secret  for  one  year,  and  that  then  I  would 
claim  your  hand,  as  a  captain.  Since  then  I 
have  felt  the  misery  of  the  delay; — I  have 
known  the  anguish  of  believing  you  could 
love  another,  and  I  will  not  part  again  from 
you,  without  claiming  your  promised  hand* 
Charlotte,"  added  he,  with  increased  vehe- 
mence, "  there  is  but  one  way  of  proving  you 
love  me— by  becoming  mine  irrevocably.*' 

^  My  father  would  not  consent  to  our  union 
yet,''  said  Charlotte,  sorrowfully;  <<you  are 
but  a  lieutenant— -'' 

**And  can  my  poverty^^-^interrupted   Ro^ 
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land,  bitterly — •'  make  a  change  in  your  sen- 
timents ?** 

"  None  in  mine,  Roland/^  answered  she  ; — 
^*  but  think  you,  would  one  that  forgot  she  was 
a  daughter  be  a  good  wife?  We  are  both 
young— -let  us  have  patience." 

'*  Patience  !^  exchumed  Roland,  hastily ; 
"  you  may  have  it,  but  I  can  have  none,  I 
lead  a  roving  life,  and  am  not  master  of  my 
time.  When  may  we  meet  again  ? — my  regi- 
ment may  be  ordered  on  foreign  service-^I 
think  it  very  likely — and  if  it  be,  I  shall  go, 
and  perhaps  fall  a  vicdm  to  the  climate,  for  I 
am  not  very  healthy.'' 

"  Oh,  say  not  so,  dear  Roland,'^  said  Char- 
lotte, mournfully;  **what  can  I  do? — you 
would  not  have  me  grieve  the  best,  the  very, 
very  best  of  parents  by  marrying  without  their 
consent.  Ask  my  father-*-my  dear  father ;  he 
is  kind  and  indulgent-^tell  him  of  our  love — 
he  may  give  consent  after  a  time ;  and  then-<^'^ 
i&h^  paused^ 
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'<What  then?''  asked  Roland;  I>ut  duor- 
lotte  did  not  answer.  ^  Listen  to  me,  Char- 
lotte,** added  he«  ^  I  have  sworn  to  be  yours. 
Now  if  you  will  not  be  mine  I  sweari  solemnly 
swear,  to  exchange  into  the  first  regiment 
ordered  on  foreign  sendee^  and  there  to  end 
my  miserable  life.  Though  my  patents  would 
grieve  for  my  loss^-^or  ibeg  love  me  truly, — 
yoM  UHmld  soon  be  reconciled^  and  some 
wealthy  and  prosperous  suitor  would  quickly 
make  you  forget  your  poor  though  devoted 
one.** 

^  Ton  are  emel-^unkindi^-"anjust,  Boland,*' 
sobbed  Charlotte-«<-^  you  know  how  I  love 
you.** 

^^  Then  be  mine,  dearest  Charlotte,**  said 
Roland;  ^and  believe  me,  once  mine,  your 
parents  wiH  never  Uame  your  choice.  If  your 
father  be  the  kind  indulgent  parent  you  say, 
he  will  willingly  forgive  you,  and  then  we 
shall  be  sa  happy.  We  can  live  comfortably 
enough  on  small  means ;  and  my  dear  father 


THE  BLOPBMSNT.  l75 

and  motheTi  how  rejoiced  they  will  be  to  wel- 
come their  new  daughter  to  Marthorpe;  and 
then  we  will  go  to  your  beautiful  Ireland ;  and 
when  you  have  me  with  you  will  you  regret 
having  refused  Lord  Archgolle»  or  any  of  your 
other  admirers — ^for  I  dare  say  you  have  hosts 
of  them/'  added  he,  laughing. 

^'Roland/'  sighed  Charlotte^  ^'you  do  not 
reflect  on  what  you  urge  me  to  do.'' 

'*  But  I  have  reflected/^  answered  he,  gaily, 
<*and  I  will  reflect  all  to-night,  and  to-morrow 
you  shall  hear  of  my  cogitations,'*  whispered 
he — ^for  Manuel  approached  with  the  lost 
bag. 

<^Tou  ware  right,  Lotta,''  said  Manuel,--*- 
'^you  left  the  bag  in  Queen  Mary's  room,  but 
it  was  locked,  and  I  had  a  long  search  to  make 
before  I  found  the  key-keeper.  Jlere  it  is, 
and  I  have  not  ventared  to  pry  into  it." 

''Thank  you,  my  dear  Manuel/'  replied 
Charlotte,  taking  the  bag,  as  they  hastened  to 
overti^ke  (heir  party. 
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'*  How  long  do  jou  remain  in  Edinburgh?^ 
asked  William  MaaCerten  of  Ghariotte^  as  they 
sat  at  tea  that  night. 

**  A  week — is  it  not^  Fbther  ?*^  aaid  Char- 
lotte. 

^  Only  a  week»^  said  WSIiam  Masterton  ;-<^ 
''  I  am  very  sony  for  that,  for  on  the  18th  of 
next  month  there  is  to  be  a  grand  fancy  ball 
given  here^  for  eharity  foo-*-and  indeed  it  wiH 
be  worth  seemg ;  each  chief  of  the  clans  will 
wear  their  own  tartan  ^  it  wiH  be  a  pretty  and 
novel  sight  to  you^  Miss  (yCarrollj^ndace 
your  father  to  prolong  his  stay.^ 

^*  Her  father  will  be  most  willing  to  gratify 
her^  William,^  replied  Mr.  O^CarroU— '» what 
say  you^  Lotta ; — ^woidd  you  like  to  see  this 
ball?" 

^  Certainly/^  answered  Chadotte,  aod  she 
thought  more  of  the  pleasure  of  Roland's 
company  than  of  the  balL 

<<Well9  then,''  said  Mr.  Of  Carroll,  ^'aawe 
only  came  for  pleasure  let  us  remain  here  until 
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this  ball  is  over.  We  have  a  good  deal  to  see 
in  this  neighbourhood; — there  is  Melrose 
Abbey,  and  Dryburgh  Abbey — and — and-* 
can  you  assist  me,  Mr.  Percie?**  asked  he,  "  I 
fovget  any  other  lions." 

^'Roslin  Castle  is  worth  a  visit,"  said  Ro- 
land. 

"Or,  Henry,"  said  Mrs.  O'Carroll,  "what 
would  you  think  of  visiting  the  lakes,  during 
this  interim,  and  returning  hither  some  days 
before  this  ball  ?  Ton  know  the  little  ones  at 
home  will  be  anxious  for  our  return  ;  and  we 
have  the  promised  visit  to  pay  to  Marthorpe 
Vicarage — one  that  will  give  me  great  plea- 
sure; and  to  conclude/'  continued  she,  smiling, 
^'  I  promised  Mary  to  be  at  Coomcarne  for 
her  birthday,  the  2od  of  September.*' 

*'  What  a  blessing  it  is  to  have  a  wife,'^  said 

Mr.  O'CarrolIf  gaily,  taking  her  hand.  ^Toung 

gentleman,  I  would  advise  you  all  to  marry 

a$  quickly  as  possible-^marry  young  as  I  did. 

I  5 
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What  a  sensible  pair  we  were^  CamiHa^  when 
Manuel  was  born  I  Do  yon  remember  I  wanted 
to  take  him  in  my  arms  out  ridings  when  he 
was  only  a  week  old?  But  we  soon  grew 
together  a  steady  pdr.^ 

^<  Yes,  father/'  said  Manueli  <*but  a&  young 
marriages  may  not  turn  out  so  fortunate  as 
yours  did.  The  oM  proverb  s^s— ♦marry  in 
haste,  and  repent  at  leisure ;'  '^  and  he  glanced 
at  Roland ;  frhHst  Charlotte  turned  pale  and 
red  by  turns* 

*^  Here  is  a  digression  from  tours  to  matri- 
mony and  happiness,'"  exclaimed  Mr.  O'Carroll, 
^^the  real  point  in  debate  before  us  Mrs.O'Car« 
roll  has  decided — we  must  set  off  on  our  visit 
to  the  lakes  to-morrow ; — ^no  not  to-morrow, 
it  will  be  Sunday ;  but  on  Monday.  Well,  we 
will  eojoy  ourselves,  and  admire  them  as  much 
as  we  can ;  and  we  return  here  some  days 
before  this  ball,  that  we  may  get  fancy  dresses, 
and  all  the  paraphernalia  that  ladies  take  such 


THB  ELOPEMENT.  179 

a  time  to  get  in  order.  Mr.  Percie  and  William, 
we  shall  be  very  happy  if  you  will  join  our 
party.* 

The  former  declined,  s&jing,  ^^  he  had  busi- 
ness in  Edinburgh  that  would  occupy  him 
for  the  next  fortnight.** 

How  little  the  father  thought  what  that  bu- 
siness was,  and  the  latter  very  joyfully  ac- 
cepted the  invitation..  They  wished  ^ood 
night,  and  Roland  whispered  to  Charlotte, 
"I  will  see  you  to-morrow — ^remember  you 
have  your  mind  made  up.'* 

And  did  she  sleep  well  that  night !  she  lay 
for  hours  awake,  tossing  on  a  restless  pillow, 
now  determining  to  give  Roland  up,  and  wa- 
vering between  love  for  him,  and  duty  to  her 
parents.  She  dozed,  and  dreamed  a  frightful 
dream ;  she  thought  she  was  standing  on  the 
beach,  at  Coomcarne  Park,  watching  a  vessel 
which  was  slowly  approaching  the  shore ; 
it  anchored  near,  and  a  boat  put  off  from  it, 
and  landed  near  where  she  was  istanding ;  it 
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was  rowed  bj  four  blacks^  and  she  felt  a 
horror  creeping  over  her»  When*  thej  ad- 
vanced towards  her,  and  raising  her  from  the 
ground,  plaeed  her  is  the  boai«  and  pulled  off 
quickly  to  the  ship.  She  tried  to  scream — 
she  struggled — ^but  in  vain;  she  felt  unable 
to  move — unable  to  articulate.  They  reached 
the  ship;  she  was  taken  on  board,  and  left 
motionless  on  the  deck..  She  heard  a  mourn* 
ful  sound  from  below,  as  if  of  wailing.  She 
listened-*-*the  sound  approached,  vad  two  fi- 
gures, clothed  in  long,  Uaek  robes  appoached 
her ;  they  wore  long  veils  which  hid  their 
faces ;.  one  took  her  hand,  while  the  other 
continued  a  passionate  lament,  and  said  in  a 
hollow  voice,  '*  Follow  me,  I  will  show  you 
your  work.**  Charlotte  followed — they  de- 
scended a  ladder,  and  entered  a  room  all  hung 
with  black,  lighted  by  lamps,  which  cast  a 
blueish  light  around.  Strange  figures  stood 
all  round  the  room,  and  on  Charlotte's  ap- 
pearance, all  joined  in  a  long,  loud  wail.    Hev 
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conduetors  stopped  before  a  couch^  which  was 
in  the  centre  of  the  room,  corered  with  black  ; 
they  ndsed  the  covering,  and  Charlotte  saw, 
tying  dead,  Rotand  Percie.  His  eyes  were 
half  opened,  and  he  appeared  shrunk  and 
sallow ;  his  hair  was  cut  dose,  and  he  seemed 
a  ghastly  sight.  The  veiled  figures  raised 
their  veils,  and  disclosed  the  pale  and  worn 
faces  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Percie.  They  rushed 
towards  Charlotte,  and  seized  her,  exclaiming,^ 
"  It  is  your  work—your  work — you  made  him 
leave  his  country^  his  home,  his  friends,  and 
see  how  he  returns.''  And  they  caught  her 
in  their  arms,  hastened  with  her  on  deck, 
and  flung  her  overboard,  saying,  ^  So  do  we 
punish  your  faithlessness.*'  Charlotte  scream^ 
ed — she  bounded  up,  and  awaking,  found 
herself  on  the  £k>or,  by  her  bedside  ^  for  some 
minutes  sh^  was  bewildered,  but  she  regained 
her  composure^  The  morning  was  breaking 
with  a  faint,  dull,  grey  hue,  and  Charlotte 
ilressed  herself,  for  she  determined  not  to.  seek 
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repose  again  where  she  had  had  such  fright- 
ful dreams.  Tet  she  was  not  happy,  even 
though  we  know  it  is  a  blissful  feeling  to  a- 
wake  to  the  reality  that  our  horrid  sleeping 
thoi}ghts  and  fancies  are  unreal.  .  There  is  no 
happiness  in  this  life  apart  from  the  consci- 
ousness of  acting  rightly.  The  pleasures  of 
this  world  may  taste  sweetly,  and  enjoyment 
seem  ours ;  but  while  a  kindly  feeling  remain 
in  the  heart,  the  sting  of  conscience  will  em- 
bitter life  that  has  strayed  from  the  path  of 
righteousness. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


*<Tou  seem  pale^  Lotta,"  said  her  mother, 
affectionately  to  her,  when  she  appeared  at  the 
breakfast  table. 

'*  A  cheerful  walk  after  prayers  will  restore 
the  bloom  to  her  cheeks/'  said  her  father ;  '^  I 
asked  the  young  men  to  come  here  at  three 
o'clock,  and  join  us  in  a  ramble,  and  then 
dine.  Now  Camilla,''  added  he,  merrily,  '^  see, 
Lotta  has  recovered  her  complexion — the 
mention  of  the  walk  even  does  her  good.'' 

''Or   the  mention   of  our   escorts,"  said 
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Manuelj  pointedly,  for  he  had  observed  Ro- 
land's attention,  and  feared  in  him  a  rival  to 
his  friend,  Lord  Archgolle. 

Charlotte  laughed — an  unnatural  forced 
laugh  it  was,  and  seemed  very  hungry,  so 
eagerly  did  she  commence  her  breakfast. 

Three  o'clock  came,  and  brought  the  young 
men  punctually,  and  after  luncheon  they  all 
walked  together  towards  Salisbury  Craig,  and 
if  Roland  had  hoped  for  a  few  private  words 
with  Charlotte  he  was  disappointed,  for  Ma- 
nuel kept  close  by  her  side,  and  this  annoyed 
her  too,  for  she  wished  to  argue  again  with 
Roland,  to  show  him  how  fooUsh,  how  blame- 
able  she  thought  his  wishes.  Something  of 
her  thoughts  he  divined,  for  on  separating  to 
change  their  dresses  for  dinner,  he  whispered, 
*<  When  all  are  in  their  rooms,  Charlotte,  re- 
turn here  for  oim  minuce  if  you  love  me;"  and 
she  granted  his  request.  They  had  all  retired 
to  dress,  and  Charlotte,  trembling,  descended  ; 
she  found  Roland  greatly  agitated. 
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"  God  bless  you,  my  love/*  said  he,  tenderly^ 
^^  I  will  not  detain  you  one  minute — ^remember 
all  I  said  yesterday-*-remember  1  swear  to  ita 
truth  to-day^  and  now  say,  will  you  be  mine  ^ 
Or  here  we  part  for  ever  and  even  By  to-mor^ 
row's  coaoh,I  will  start  for  London — go  abroad.^ 
Charlotte  shuddered,  her  dream  was  before  hen 
'^Say  cMie  word,  Charlotte— one  word-^^ 
either  yea  or  no  ?  and  what  a  ehange  will  the 
simple  monosyllable  make.^  Where  was  Char* 
lotte's  resolution  f  where  those  arguments  she 
had  wished  to  urge.  All  vanished,  all  forgotten 
— as,  sobbings  she  murmured  the  fatal  ^^  Yes  F* 
Roland  folded  hec  in  his  arms*>-his  first  embrace 
— and,  witha^'Qod  bless  and  reward  you,'* 
quitted  the  room*  and  Charlotte  noiselessly  gain* 
ed  her  chamber,  and  there  gave  way  ta  flooda  of 
tears.  But  her  toilette  had  to  be  made,,  and  all 
emotion  conquered.  She  dressed  herself,^  bathed 
her  eyes,  and  appeared  in  the  sitting  room, 
apparently  the  same  girl,,  yet  feeling,  oh  !  how 
dit|erently«    Her  abstraction  during  the  even-* 
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ing,  was  noticed  by  her  parents,  and -often  by 
ManueL  They  were  to  leave  early  next  day, 
for  St.  Andrew^  by  wat^,  for  Mrs.  CCar- 
roll  loved  the  seat  and  Roland  gracefully 
wished  them  a  very  pleasant  journey. 
Pressing  Qharlotle's  handy  he  slipped  a  piece 
of  paper  into  it  I  on  it  was  scribbled,  hastily, 
a  few  lines,  saying,  ^^he  would  have  every 
preparation  made  for  their  marriage,  on  her 
return«**licenaes  obtained,  and  witnesses  ready, 
and  fear  not,"  he  added,  ^  happiness  will  be 
ours,  though  our  lot  will  be  an  humble  one. 
Enjoy  yourself  during  your  trip,  but  think 
sometimes  of  om  who  will  count  the  hours 
until  you  return.^'  Charlotte  read  and 
re-read  the  lines,  until  her  sight  ached,  and 
she  fell  asleep  on  her  chair ;  she  awoke  with 
a  start,  hastened  to  bed,  but  sleep  had  fled, 
and  gladly  she  hailed  the  morning's  dawm 
The  tour  was  commenced,  and  Charbtte  tried 
to  seem  gay,  but  a  caress  from  her  father  made 
her  heart  beat,  and  often  and  often  she  longed 
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to  8peak->^to  tell  him  all,  but  her  promise  to 
Roland  withheld  her«  From  8U  Andrew's 
the  tourists  proceeded  to  Dundee,  and 
thence  to  Perth ;  yet  the  beautiful  scenery  of 
the  Tay  with  ito  lovely  lake,  seemed  to  Char* 
lotte,  not  beautiful.  The  gentlemen  ascended 
Ben  Lawers,  the  third  highest  mountain,  in 
Britian,  and  Charlotte  thought  there  was  a 
time  when  she  woidd  have  gladly  scrambled 
up  mountains,  and  enjoyed  the  very  diffi* 
Cttlty;  but  now  the  most  romantic  scenes 
amid  which  she  was— and  singularly  wild  and 
magnificent  they  are— charmed  h&  not  With 
the  aid  of  guides  and  good  ponies,  the  ladies 
visited  the  celebrated  waterfalls,  of  Aberfeldie, 
Acharn,  and  Bruan,  and  the  Lochs  of  Tum«- 
mel,  Bannoch,  and  Erieht ;  the  last  the  scene 
of  so  many  of  Prince  Charlie's  sufferings,  after 
the  battle  of  CuUoden,  and  the  very  wildest 
district  in  Scotland.  They  r^umed  to  Perth, 
and  thence  proceeded  to  Stirling,  visiting 
the  lakes  of  Ard  and  Menteith,  passing  two 
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days  on  Loch  Lomond,  and  a  day  on  the  ex* 
quisite  Loch  Katrine,  and  here  Charlotte  fell  her 
taste  for  the  beauties  of  nature  conquer  her 
former  indifference ;  admiring  this  lovely  lake, 
and  the  wild  sublimity  of  the  Trosaohs,  filled 
her  mind  with  awe« 

Three  days  before  the  ball  they  letumed  to 
Edinburgh*  By  Mr.  O'CarroU's  wish,  Mrs. 
0*Carroll  consented  to  accompany  them  to 
the  ball,  and  beautiful  she  looked  in  her  still 
deep  mourning  dreu.  Charlotte  wore  a  black 
satin,  and  Manuel  alone  went  in  a  fancy  dress, 
it  was  that  of  a  Spanish  Grandee,  and  it  very 
well  became  his  Spanish  look.  The  scene  was 
a  gay  and  very  brilliant  one,  and  Charlotte 
excited  universal  admiration )  her  father  in- 
troduced her  to  an  interesting  youth 
about  fifteen,  who  was  dressed  in  complete 
Scotch  costume ;  he  was  a  Marques'  son,  his 
name  Lord  Adrien  Wilson ;  he  had  been  a 
college  acquaintance  of  Henry's,  and  he  seem- 
ed a  gay-hefurted  creature,  aad  very  amus- 
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ing^  Charlotte  was  listening  with  pleased 
attention,  to  an  account  of  some  boyish  scrape 
of  his  and  Henry^s,  when  Roland  advanced 
towards  her,  and  wishing  her  good  night,  said 
in  a  whisper,  ^  We  part  for  a  few  hours—* 
you  will  find  a  note  from  me^  on  your  table, 
when  you  return ;  it  contains  every  direction 
—God  bless  you.*'     He  left  the  room, 

<'Are  you  ill^  Miss  O'OarroU  ?"  asked  her 
young  companion^  seeing  her  blanched  cheeks ; 
*^Cotne  into  the  outward  room-^it  is  cool 
there  $''  Charlotte  took  his  arm,  and  me- 
chanically followed  him  1  ^  Take  a  little  wine 
and  water,^'  said  he^  presenting  a  glass^ 
She  took  some 

« I  am  better  now^*'  said  she,  with  an  effort, 
after  some  minute's  silence ;  *^  We  had  better 
join  my  father  and  motherv"  and  she  exerted 
herself  to  appear  gay,  till  the  ball  was  oven 
Charlotte  sprung  from  the  carriage — ^ran  up 
stairs,  and  threw  herself  on  her  bed,  and  gave 
way  to  tears. 
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^I  did  not  bid  Lotta,  good-night^*^  said  her 
fiither  to  bis  wife>  wben  they  reached  their 
own  room;  ^I  must  go  and  say  it  to  her 
now,  and  tell  her  to  take  a  long  refreshing 
sleep.*' 

(«Do  not  disturb  her  Henry/'  said  Mrs* 
O'CarroU,  ^  I  saw  her  hastening  to  her  room> 
and  she  seemed  dreadlally  pale  and  fatigued — 
she  did  not  appear  to  c^joy  the  ball  much — I 
trust  She  will  be  quite  well  and  gay  though 
tp-morrow.-'  They  retired  to  rest,  nor  dreamed 
that  their  child  was  forsaking  them. 

And  CharlottCy  how  did  she  feel?  Four 
o'dock  chimed)  and  found  her  still  in  her 
ball  dress;  the  day  dawning  through  the  half 
closed  window^  and  her  candle  burping,  ditnly 
with  a  long  unsnuffed  iriok«^in  her  hand  was 
Roland's  not&-^she  read  it  ever  and  anon, 
and  clasping  her  hands,  started  from  her  sit- 
ting posture^  saying  in  a  low  v^Aoe^^^^  It  is 
too  late  to  recede — and  he  loves  me  so  well. 
1  must  go— I  must  go;''  her  ball  dress  was 
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laid  aside^  and  tn  its  place  die  put  on  a  rimple 
morning  rboe-^a  seeondinottraing  one  it  was 
— she  liad  no  other— i«he  pot  on  her  bonnet, 
trimmed  with  black>'-^'and  in  that  dress,  who 
would  have  thought  «A6  was  going  to  be  a 
bride  ?  Her  clothes  she  Carefully  packed  up, 
and  taking  her  keys^  and  her  purae-^well 
stored  one  it  was  by  a  fond  father— quitted 
the  room  with  a  stealthy  step-^paused  at 
her  parents'  room  door^not  a  sound  proceeded 
from  it|  and  with  a  heavy  sigh  she  quietly 
'  descended  to  the  halL 

A  very  respectable  woman  advanced  towards 
her  saying  t  ^  Madam,  Mr.  Percie^  desires  me 
give  you  this,^  and  she  handed  a  small  piece 
of  paper,  on  which  was  written — '*  This  is  the 
person  I  mentioned  to  yoii-^she  is  wife  to  the 
sergeant  of  the  regiment  Come  with  her  to 
the  end  of  the  street^— I  will  meet  you 
there." 

Five  o'clock  tolled,  as  Charlotte  passed  the 
hall*do(Nr;    a  sleepy   looking  housemaid  was 
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washing  the  steps  outside,  to  her  Charlotte 
gave  some  moneys  and  walked  quickly  on  with 
her  attendants  At  a  short  distance  Roland 
came  up,  and  taking  Chadotte's  arm,  he  led 
her  trembling  along,  with  many  a  whispered 
word  of  encouragement;  at  the  end  of  the 
street,  a  carriage  awaited  them. 

"  We  will  drive  first  to  the  chUrch,  dear»- 
^st,*^  said  Roland,  as  he  handed  her  in, 
and  made  the  sergeant's  wife  get  ih  after  her^ 
the  door  was  shut,  and  away  they  drove*^ 
And  what  were  the  young  girl^s  thoughts 
during  that  short  drive  ?  She  felt  confused-^ 
bewildered — the  carriage  stopped-^the  steps 
were  let  down,  and  Roland  carefully  assisted 
his  trembling  bride  into  the  church ;  here  an 
officer  awaited  them,  and  they  proceeded  to 
the  altar,  and  were  married  according  to  the 
rites  of  the  Church  of  England,  with  every 
necessary  form* 

^^Tou  are  now  mine!  for  ever  mine  I" 
whispered  Roland,  as  he  fondly  kissed  the 
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blushing  cheek  of  his  bride ;  and  proudly  he 
led  her  to  the  carriage.  **  We  will  now  go  to 
your  deifiyman's  house,  for  I  shall  show  how 
anxious  I  have  been  to  have  you  mine  by 
every  law**' 

Charlotte  no  longer  hesitated. 

^  I  have  secured  two  witnesses  of  your  own 
reli^on,  dearest/'  said  he,  *'they  await  us  at 
the  clergyman's  house;  you  cannot  imagine 
the  trouble  I  had  to  procure  this  license ;  for- 
tunately some  of  my  aequaintances  here  were 
Catholics,  and  two  of  them  used  their  influence 
with  this  old  priest,  and  showed  the  necessity 
of  his  giving  it,  and  at  last  he  complied,  and 
here  we  are  now  arrived." 

They  stopped  at  the  door  of  a  modest  man- 
sion, in  a  narrow  street,  in  the  old  town, 
and  entered  the  house,  uhich  bore  evident 
marks  of  the  poverty  of  its  owner ;  they  were 
shown  into  a  parlour  badly  furnished,  and 
here  they  had  to  remain  nearly  half  an  hour, 
in  anxious   expectation    of   the    clergyman's 

VOL.  1.  K 
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arrival ;  he  came  in,  an  elderly  man,  with  a 
saintly  look,  and  apologized  for  having  de* 
tained  them,  by  sayings  ^'he  had  been  at  a 
sick  call,  attending  a  death-bed/^ 

The  witnesses  came  in — and  the  ceremony 
was  over  in  a  few  minutes — that  ceremony 
that  is  so  lasting  and  so  quickly-  completed. — 
The  solemn  tone  of  the  old  priest  affected 
Charlotte,  and  she  wept  freely. 

"  My  child,"  said  the  clergyman,  laying  his 
hand  on  Charlotte's  head,  when  the  ceremony 
was  over,  and  before  she  had  risen  from  her 
knees,  **  you  are  young  to  marry  without  a  pa* 
rent's  or  a  guardian's  protection.  God  bless  you. 
Remember  the  command :  *  Honour  thy  father, 
and  thy  mother,  that  thou  mayst  be  long  lived 
in  the  land,  which  the  Lord  thy  God  will  give 
thee ;'  and  if  you  have  erred,  seek  their  for- 
giveness, and  may  you  be  happy." 

"  And  now,  Mrs.  Percie,"  said  Roland,  gaily 
kissing  her,  when  they  were  in  the  carriage, 
"  we  will  away  to  our  cottage.    Do  you  re- 
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member  the  pretty  one  you  admired  near 
Arthur's  seat,  one  day  that  we  walked  to 
Salisbury  Craig,  I  have  taken  that  cottage  for 
a  month,  and  we  shall  be    so  happy  !" 

Charlotte  smiled  brightly  on  her  young  hus- 
band. 


K  3 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


**You  have  eaten  nothiDg,  my  own  deaf 
wife/'  said  Roland  to  Charlotte,  observing  her 
untouched  breakfast^  as  they  sat  at  a  table 
in  the  cottage  he  had  hired ;  ^^  but  you  shall 
make  up  for  it  at  dinner,  when  1  return 
with  your  parent's  blessing.  How  will  you 
bear  my  absence  for  a  whole  hour?'*  added  he 
laughing. 

*^  The  hope  of  your  return  with  good  news, 
dear  Roland/'  said  she  smiling^  *'will  cheer 
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my  solitude;  here  is  my  note  to  my  dear 
fftther  and  mother-^they  cannot  refuse  to 
forgive  their  child — they  know  ere  this  of  my 
change  of  name,  by  your  note  to  my  father. 
Look  how  well  Charlotte  Percie  looks/'  added 
she,  holding  up  her  first  signature  of  her  new 
name  to  her  husband. 

''  She  does  indeed,  dear  love/'  said  Roland, 
gazing  fondly  on  his  beautiful  wife's  face, 
•*now,  good  bye,  for  a  short  time,"  and  he 
embraced  her,  and  was  gone. 

Charlotte  amused  herself  for  sometime  in 
putting  the  little  sitting  room  in  order :  two 
French  windows  were  in  it  opening  on  a  pretty 
flower  garden,  gay  with  the  beautiful  and 
varied  flowers  of  autumn,  and  Charlotte  filled 
several  vases  with  them ;  there  was  a  piano 
which  her  husband  had  hired  for  her  use,  and 
some  new  music,  and  a  variety  of  books,  and 
she  arranged  all  with  that  taste  that  a  woman 
alone  possesses.  ^'  Dearest  Roland  will  scarce- 
ly know  this  roQU)  wheq  he  comes    back/' 
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thought  she^  '^and  dear  mamma,  and  my 
father,  and  Manuel,  how  they  will  admire  it,^ 
and  she  sighed  gently. 

An  hour  passed — ^two  slowly  wore  away,  and 
no  Roland  appeared — Charlotte  sat  down  to  the 
piano,  resolved  not  to  expect  him  for  another 
hour — that  too  passed — five  o'clock  struck* — 
''  I  will  walk  to  meet  him,**  said  she,  and  she 
put  on  her  bonnet  for  the  purpose,  but  she 
remembered  her  situation  as  a  bride,  and  she 
laid  it  by — **  yet  no  one  would  know  me  to 
be  such,'^  sighed  she,  and  she  glanced  at  her 
mourning  dress — however  I  will  buy  another 
dress  to-morrow,  and  she  felt  her  well  filled 
purse,  and  a  tear  started  to  her  eyes,  remem- 
bering him  who  bestowed  it,  ^*  I  will  read/' 
said  Charlotte,  striving  to  banish  the  uneasi« 
ness  that  she  felt  creeping  over  her,  and  she 
drew  a  table  to  the  window,  which  command* 
ed  a  view  of  the  little  avenue,  and  took  up  a 
book — she  read  some  pages— ^the  book  dropped 
on  the  table — she  nodded — ^heranas  foil  down- 
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wards^  rested  on  the  table,  and  her  head  soon 
sought  their  resting-place^  and  soundly  she 
slept — ^a  dreamless  sleep.-^^Romance  will  say 
impossible-^a  girl  in  her  situation  to  sleep — 
yet  true  it  was — for  nights  her  rest  had  been 
broken— 'the  previous  one  she  had  passed 
without  any  rest,  and  expectation  too  is  a 
wearisome  feeling.  When  she  started  from 
her  uneasy  posture-^^he  stood  up  bewildered^ 
a  chill  breeze  came  through  the  open  window,*" 
and  the  evening  twilight  was  deepening  into 
night*  She  rubbed  her  eyes — and  when  her 
recollection  returned,  she  gave  vent  freely  to 
her  tears*  Half  an  hour  of  agonizing  suspense 
passed — she  heard  an  approaching  footstep-^ 
she  rushed  to  the  door»  and  Roland  entered 
alone — and  pale  as  death* 

^*  Charlotte/'  said  he,  catching  her  in  his 
arms,  **  you  have  now  only  me  to  love — every 
effort  of  mine  to  induce  your  father  to  see 
me  was  unavailing,  I  tried  your  mother — your 
brother — I  sent  the  officer  who  witnessed  our 
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marriage — I  called  on  Mr.  MaatertoD,  and 
sent  him  with  a  message,  asking  for  a  few 
minutes'  conversation — bnt  in  vain — ^they  were 
inexorable,  and  I  watched  them  until:  they 
left/' 

^*  And  are  they  gone?^  exclaimed  Char- 
lotte,  ^<  left  me  without  one  kind  word,  one 
line  of  fergiveness/*^  and  she  wept  bit- 
terly. 

^  Not  without  a  line,  dearest,'^  said  Roland, 
<^  though  certainly  not  one  of  forgiveness — here 
is  what  your  father  seat  me  before  his  depap- 
ture,  by  Mr.  Masterton."^ 

She  took  the  letter  from  her  husband'te 
hand,  pressed  the  well-known  writing  to 
her  lips,  and  read  between  her  sobs  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"Sir, 

''Your  note  of  this  mcnrning  gave 
me  the  deepest  grief  I  ever  have  known — you 
have  taken  my  child — the  most  beloved  of  my 
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children — ^and  a  parent's  heart  alone  can  feel 
what  a  bitter  wound  a  child's  fault  can  give, 
you  talk  of  forgiveness — ^is  it  a  parent's  duty 
to  forgive  the  ungrateful  conduct  of  a  child  ? 
Tour  vDxfis  first  fault  towards  her  parents  is 
a  grievous  one,  and  one  they  never— -never 
can  forget  or  forgive  in  this  life — from  you 
she  deserves  love  and  kindness — ^you  urged — 
you  made  Aer  forget  the  respect  she  owed  her 
father's  sanction,  or  her  mother's  blessing  on 
her  marriage,  let  the  punishment  due  to  her 
fault  come  not  from  you — make  her  life  as 
happy  as  it  can  be — ^remember  all  further 
apologies  are  unavailing. — The  enclosed 
draught  on  my  London  banker  for  £5000, 
was  bequeathed  to  your  wife  by  her  grand* 
father,  to  be  paid  on  the  day  of  her  marriage. 
From  me,  she  never  will  get  any  fortune. 

Henry  O'Carroll.'* 

•*  And  they  are  gone  Roland,"  sobbed  Char- 
lotte, in  an  agony  of  grief,  "  and  they  have  left 
K  5 
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their  ungrateful  child !  Oh,  why  did  I  forget 
the  duty  I  owed  my  kind,  and  loving,  and 
devoted  parents,"  and  sobs  choked  her  utter- 
ance. 

The  first  three  days  of  the  honey-moon 
were  mostly  spent  by  Charlotte  in  bitter 
lamentation,  and  by  her  husband  in  gentle 
ftoothings,  but  before  the  week  was  over,  she 
found  sweet  consolation  in  his  attentions,  and 
buoyed  up  by  his  hopes  for  the  future,  she 
almost  gained  her  usual  cheerfulness — ^yet 
there  were  times  when  the  wrong  she  had 
done,  would  call  forth  her  tears,  but  an  affec- 
tionate caress  from  her  husband  would  dry 
them  up,  and  replace  them  with  smiles. — By 
his  desire  she  wrote  to  her  parents— the  letter 
was  returned  unopened — ^she  wrote  to  Mrs. 
Percie,  and  to  Emma  Leslie,  and  to  her 
own  dear  Henry,  telling  him  of  the  rash  step 
she  had  taken,  but  blaming  herself  entirely, 
and  warmly  praising  Roland. 

*•  To-morrow/*  said  Roland,  when  they  had 
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been  just  a  month  mamed^  "  our  time  of  this 
little  cottage  is  out,  and  as  I  have  still  two 
months  leave  of  absence^  where  shall  we  roam 
to  ?  We  are  now  comparatively  rich— thanks 
to  your  grandfather^s  generosity-^and  though 
my  parents  (he  laid  a  particular  stress  on  the 
vords,)  have  been  most  kind  about  this  mar- 
riage, you  know  they  have  not  invited  us  to 
Marthorpe  Vicarage  until  Christmas,  whither 
shall  we  go  now  ?' 

"You  know  I  have  sworn  to  obey  you, 
dearest  Roland,'*  replied  she,  pointing  to  her 
wedding  ring* 

**  Well— it  shall  be  a  pleasant  sort  of  obe- 
dience, my  little  wife,"  said  he.  *«  Suppose 
we  were  to  go  the  tour  of  the  Scottish  lakes, 
and  you  can  show  me  all  the  points  of  view 
William  Masterton  admired ;— in  truth  I  am 
sadly  tired  of  doing  nothing  in  this  quiet 
cottage.** 

*' Doing  nothing/'  thought  Charlotte;  and 
she  felt  a  rising  sigh — she  checked  it,  and 
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then  added:  ^nndeed",  Roland,  I  should  be 
delighted  to  see  them  with  you ;  but  I  fear  I 
shall  make  a  bad  guide,  for  I  was  thinking  too 
much  of  you  when  I  visited  them.  Now  I 
shall  admire  them  so,  this  lovely  autumnal 
season — and  you  know^. 

'  How  the  best  charms  of  nature,  hnprove 

When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looKs  that  we  love.  *  ** 

The  next  day,  before  their  departure,  a 
messenger  arrived  from>  the  barracks,  saying, 
"a  person  had  been  enquiring  for  Roland 
— this  was  Charlotte's  maid,  Ellen  Connor, 
who  at  her  own  request  had  come  to  live  with 
her  young  mistress."  She  brought  with  her, 
from  Coomcarne  Park,  every  thing  that  be- 
longed to  Charlotte,  even  her  eoUeetion  of 
shells  had  not  been  forgotten,  and  she  wept 
when  she  thought  she  had  quitted  that  happy 
home  for  ever ! 

The  tourists  commenced  their  excursion 
next  day.    They  loitered  away  two  months 
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and  then  returned  to  £dinbuigh  barracks^ 
and  Charbtte  felt,  despite  her  best"  efForts  ta 
disbelieve  it,  that  Ejnma  Leslie  was  right,, 
when  she  said  Boland  was  unsteady ;  yet  he 
was  still  a  kind  husband,  especially  when  any 
fittle  excitement  or  amusement  cheered  him—* 
and  Charlotte  Kved  only  to  [dease  him. 

They  were  much  visited  on  their  joining; 
the  regiment,  and  entertained  at  several  par* 
ties,  and  she  thought  she  could  be  completely 
happy  if  her  parents  forgave  her  imprudent 
elopement 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


A  death  bed  is  a  scene  ihat^  once  witnessed, 
cannot  easily  be  forgotten.  To  see  an  aged 
person  quietly  sink  into  the  tomb  without  a 
pang  of  regret,  makes  one  feel  death  far  less 
than  to  see  a  young  person  droop  away  in  the 
prime  of  life,  carrying  to  the  grave  the  fond 
hopes  of  many  a  friend.  The  death-bed  of 
Emma  Leslie  was  a  beautiful  scene,  yet  a  sad 
one.  She  had  called  her  friends  around  her 
and  bade  them  good-bye  in  cheerful  tones^ 
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though  the  voice  was  faint^  almost  to  hollow- 
sess. 

Barton  was  in  London^  but  her  aunt  and 
uncle  and  her  brother  were  there,  kneeling 
by  the  bed  of  one  thej  fondly  loved. 

*^  Aunt, — dearest^  kindest  aunt,^  murmured 
Emma^'^weep  not  so-— you  distress,  you  grieve 
me — ^you  know  I  cannot  be  happy  on  earth  ; 
it  is  a  kind  Providence  that  takes  me  where 
^sorrow  i*  unknown;'  why  then  give  way  to 
such  regrets?'' — She  paused  almost  exhausted. 
"  Uncle,**  resumed  she,  "  I  charge  you  with 
my  love,  my  warmest  love,  to  Roland  and 
Charlotte ;  and  tell  him,*'  whispered  she,  '*  to 
love  his  young  wife  well— not  to  neglect  hen. 
Richard,  my  dear  young  boy,  give  me  your 
hand.^ — How  cold  it  is — don't  weep.  I've  a 
a  strange  fancy. — ^Tell  me,  are  the  leaves  all 
off  m^  beech  tree  ? — ^look,.and  tell  me  truly.'* 

And  he  sobbed  an  assent. 
<'I  watched  that  tree  in  the  early  spring,'* 
said  Emma,  in  a  strong  voice ;  "  I  saw  it  beau« 
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tiful  in  its  gre^n  leaves,  and  I  saw  it  still 
beautiful  in  its  varied  leaves ; — ^they  fell  off— and 
the  tree  is  bare  again ;  and  when  it  buds  forth 
anew — where  shall  I  be  ?  Richard,  God  bless 
you — ^you  were  ever  a  fond  brother  to  ine ; 
and  if  it  be  permitted  the  souls  in  the  other 
world  to  watch  over  those  they  loved  in  this> 
I  will  guard  thee.— God  bless  you  all/* 

Her  utterance  became  thick,  and  she  sank 
on  her  pillow,  and  that  night — ^a  calm  and  fair 
moonlight  night  it  was — she  sank  to  sleep, 
and  awoke  in  that  *^  better  land''  she  had 
sighed  for.  Charlotte  heard  of  her  death  with 
real  sorrow,  and  she  thought  of  her  patience 
under  her  sufferings,  and  tears  would  start  to 
her  eyes  to  think  how  much  one  so  amiable 
had  been  punished ;  ^*  and  I,'*  she  would  think, 
^*  who  quitted  my  parents'  side  without  a  bless- 
ing or  a  kind  wish  from  them,  here  I  am  left 
on  earth  in  happiness." 

"  You  are  greatly  changed  since  your  mar- 
riage,  Charlotte/'  said   Roland  to    her,  one 
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morning  that  he  cameia  and  found  her  ia 
tears — <*you  are  often  crying  and  moping^ 
I  wish  you  woi^M  conquer  yourself.  Last 
year^  when  I  knew  you  first,  you  were  the 
gayest  of  the  gay-^an  agreeable  companion ; — 
you  are  really  grown  pale  and  thin.  Come,  a 
walk  will  do  you  good  ^  and  he  took  hi& 
wife's  arm  and  they  sauntered  towards  the 
cottage,  where  their  honey-mooa  had  been, 
spent^ 

''Would  you  be  again,  Charlotte,  as  you 
were  before  you  saw  that  cottage?*'  asked 
Roland. 

'^Not  while  I  have  you  ta  love-  me,  dearest 
Roland,''  replied  she. 
^  I  must  always  do.  that,  Lotta/*  said  he. 
She  sighed.    Did  she  fear  his  steadiness  ?-n 
Time  showed  if  she  had  reason  to  do  so. 

The  Christmas  came,  and  Roland  got  per- 
mission from  his  commanding  officer, — who 
was  a  kind-hearted  old  man, — to  pass  a  month 
at  his  hon^e,  ai\d  Charlotte  very  delightedljc 


2lO  THB   SLOPEMBNTu 

looked  forward  to  going  there*  From  Henry 
she  bad  a  long  and  a^eptiona^  letter,  hoping 
a  short  time  would  recon<»le  their  parents  to 
her  match ;  he  was  prosecuting  his  studies, 
he  said,  with  great  ardour,  and  hoped  to  have 
several  pria^es  to  bring  her  on  his  return ;  and 
Chaiiotte  with  delight  took  the  letter  to  Ro^ 
land,  and  showed  it  to  him^ 

*'  Charlotte,'^  said  he,  somewhat  atemlj, 
^*you  can  write  to  Heiiiry  if  you  please,  but 
I  forbid  you  to  write  ag^  to  a^y  other 
member  of  your  family ;  they  have  used  me 
ill/' 

<'  Will  not  you  let  ncie  try  <^  more  letter, 
to  my  father,  this  Christmas,  dearest  Ro- 
land?^ asked  ChigrloCCe,  in  a  gentle,  winning 
voice. 

«Do  you  forget  that  you  have  promised 
to  o&ejf  mc  Mrs.  Percie ;  it  is  a  wife's  husi-« 
ness,  I  think»  not  to  expostulate,^  aud  he 
looked  quite  angry. 

<<Iude^^  dearest   Roland,'^  replied  Char* 
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lotte,  ^'and  sweetly  I  will  obey  you;  and  I 
do  believe,''  added  ahe,  sighing,  ^^  another 
letter  would  have  no  good  effect,  for  my  father 
is  firm  and  decided,  though  even  induK 
gent." 

''If  ens  more  line  from  you,''  ei^claimed 
Roland,  passionately,  ^^were  to  give  you  his 
entire  forgiveness,  you  should  not  write  it,^ 
at  least  not  with  m^  consent;  and  im>w  da 
not  look  so  provokingly  meek,  but  go  and 
pack  up  for  to*mdrrow's  journey,  and  show 
VMf  parents,  by  your  cheerfulness,  that  you  feel 
their  kindness.^ 

Charlotte  left  the  room  uuhesUatingly,^ 
and  strove  during  their  journey  to  Mar^ 
thorpe,  to  be  lively  ai\d  gay,  to  please  that 
husband  she  loved  so  devotedly,t  wd  a.  kind 
word  or  a  caress  from  him,^  repaid  all  her  ex-, 
ertions* 

It  was  a  cold,  wet  evening  when  they  reachn 
^d  their  destination,  and  though  her  acw  ce^ 
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lations  received  her  very  kindly^  she  missed 
her  own  dear  familiar  faces.  Emma^  too^  was 
gone,  ^d  what  a  ohange  a  year  will  some* 
times  make^  in  a  family  circle.  There  seemed 
a  gloom  over  the  house,  Mr.  Percie  even  ap- 
peared sad-T^Barton  was  really  so,  and  Ro- 
land alone  was  gay. 

*'  You  will  find  us  dull,  this  Christmas,  my 
dear  Charlotte/'  said  her  mother-in-law,  kindly 
taking  her  hand,  and  seating  herself  near  her 
when'  they  had  left  the  dinner  table.  ^  We 
all  felt  our  dear  Emma's  death  so  much-^ 
poor  Barton  has  not  yet  recovered  it.'' 

<^  I  cannot  find  Roland's  home  dull,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Percie,"  said  Charlotte ;  ^*  Indeed, 
I  feel  more  than  I  can  express ;  how  kind  you 
and  Mr.  Percie  have  been  to  me.** 

'*  Had  we  qot  even  known  you,  Charlotte,*' 
replied  Mrs.  Percie,  "we  should  welcome  our 
dear  boy's  wife,  and  I  hope  we  shall  oftei^ 
have  you  with  us,^' 
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Ob  the  gentlemen's  entering^  Bol^d  sweated 
himself  near  his  wife^  and  talked  g^y  to 
her  for  some  time^ 

^  Have  you  been  thinking  of  last  year,  my 
love/'  asked  he,  <*of  our  love  scenes,  and  our 
little  coldnesses  ?  We  must  ride  some  day  to 
the  Abbey,  the  fatal  scene  of  our  engagement* 
Do  you  yet  regret  it  ?' 

'^  You  veiy  well  know  I  do  not,  my  dearest 
Roland,"  said  Charlotte. 

^  Oh,  here  comes  my  reverend  father  l^  ex. 
claimed  RoIand>  ^  looking  as  grave  as  a 
church  dignitary  ought,"  and  Mr.  Percie  ap^ 
proached« 

<<  Will  you  forgive  me,  Roland,  for  disturb- 
ing your  pleasant  tSte-d-tlte  ?'  said  he ;  '^  I 
must  take  off  your  wife  for  a  few  minutes^ 
Come^  Charlotte,  follow  me !"  and  he  led  the 
way  into  the  inside  room,  and  shut  the  door. 
^  Sit  down  here,  my  dear  child,  near  the  fire,'' 
said  he,  kindly:  ^*I  want  to  have  a  little 
chat  with  you,^'  and  he  drew  two  chairs  near 
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the  fire  side.  ^<  Tou  must  remember  now,  I 
am  Roland's  father^  Charlotte,  and  very  anxi- 
Y>U8  for  your  happiness ;  it  is  of  your  marriage 
I  would  speak:  I  little  thought  last  year 
bis  boyish  flirtations  would  end  as  it  has 
done.  You  were  too  well  brought  up  not  to 
understand  fully,  the  duty  of  a  child  to  a 
parent ;  the  love,  respect  and  obedience,  owed 
from  one  to  the  other — yott  are  young,  it 
is  true — ^but  old  enough  to  distinguish  right 
from  wrong — the  actions  of  passion  from  those 
of  principle*  In  your  church,  matrimony  is 
considered  a  solemn  and  holy  sacrament ;  in 
ours  a  ceremony,  but  a  religious  one — not  by 
any  to  be  enterprised,  nor  taken  in  hand  un- 
advisedly or  lightly.  You  married  privately — 
and  I  do  not  blame  you  so  much  as  I  do 
Roland,  he  lU'ged  you  to  it — ^yoU  should  not 
have  consented,  certainly.  We  may  seem,  by 
our  asking  you  both  here,  to  excuse  your 
conduct,  to  think  it  blameless,  we  do  neither 
Charlotte ;    but    kindness    will    often     have 


ttiore  effect  than  severity.  I  see,  my  child,*^ 
added  he,  kindly,  observing  Charlotte's  tears, 
"that  you  feel  you  have  done  wrong — that 
you  regret  it** 

'*  Indeed  !  indeed  )  I  do,  most  truly,''  sob- 
bed Charlotte t  ''You  dannot  know  what  in- 
dulgent parents  mine  were ;  they  never  refused 
me  any  gratification,  and  this  remembrance 
adds  to  my  sorrow,  for  having  offended  them. 
Do  not  blame  my  dear  husband,  though,  for 
our  rash  marriage.  I  should  have  refused — 
I  should  have — ^^I  was  in  fault — I 
was — — " 

"You  are  an  attached  wife,*'  said  Mr. 
Percie,  smiling :  ^  Your  fault,  however  great 
it  was,  does  not  lessen  Roland's.  You  did 
not  propose  for  him,  my  dear  Charlotte?'* 
she  smiled.  "  Oh,  you  were  both  very,  very 
culpable,*'  continued  he,  ^and  your  good 
father,  and  your  gentle  mother,  how  they 
must  feel  it.  I  seek  not  necessarily  to  wound 
your  heart,  but  it  is  necessary  to  do  more 
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than  regret  a  fault.  Did  you  write  to 
them?*' 

**  Ycsj**  replied  she^  •*  I  wrote  on  the 
morning  of  our  marriage;  and  again  when 
they  had  returned  home-*— I  mean  to  Coom* 
came  Park.  A  long  and  penitential  letter> 
and  it  was  returned  unopened/' 

^^  You  will  write,  my  child,  to-morrow,  an- 
other letter-^which  I  shall  dictate — You  owe 
them  too  much  to  hesitate  making  every  re^ 
paration  in  your  power.*' 

Charlotte  blushed ;  she  stammered  out 
something  about  being  unable  to  do  so. 

"  Why  not,  Charlotte?''  asked  Mr.  Percie, 
in  a  serious  tone  c  '^  Do  you  think  any  effort 
too  great  for  those  parents  that  loved  you 
so  well — whom  you  have  so  cruelly  treat- 
ed?" 

<^  Roland,''  sdd  she,  in  a  low^  mournful 
voice,  *'  thinks  1  ought  not  to  write  again  to 
ihem." 

*^  Roland  !  my  son  !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Percie, 
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*  h€  forgets-— He  mistakes,  surely  ;  he  was 
ever  a  dutiful  son.  Come,  Charlotte,  dry 
those  tears,  and  send  your  husband  in  to 
me;"  she  rose  and  sought  Roland,  say- 
ing:— 

**  Mr.  Percie  wishes  you  to  go  to  him,  Ro- 
land,'^ then  she  seated  herself,  and  began  ex- 
amining a  book  of  prints;  she  looked  up — 
she  was  alone  in  the  room-^throwing  aside 
the  book,  and  pressing  her  hands  against 
her  throbbing  temples,  endeavored  to  suppress 
her  tears. 

In  a  few  moments  Mr.  Percie  entered, 
smiling,  and  taking  Charlotte's  hands  in  his, 
said,  '^  Roland  says  you  must  do  as  I  please ; 
go,  to-morrow  afternoon  you  will  be  ready 
and  willing  to  write;  and  now  I  must  say, 
good  night,  for  I  have  my  sermon  to  pre- 
pare.    God  bless  and  guard  you  Charlotte.^' 

She  thanked  him  gracefully,  and  then  went 
into  the  inner  room  to  her  husband.    He  was 

VOL.  I.  L 


218  THE   ELOPEMENT. 

seated  by  the  fire ;  she  brought  a  stool  and 
sat  down  near  him^  and,  looking  up  smilingly 
in  his  face,  said : 

<^  Dear,  dear  Roland,  I  am  so  much  obliged 
to  you  for  this  permission  to  write  again  to 
my  parents,  and  your  good  father  is  to 
dictate  my  letter.  What  is  the  matter,  Roland, 
are  you  ill  V  and  she  took  his  hand,  for  he 
looked  much  agitated :  he  drew  it  away 
hastily. 

**  I  have  to  thank  you,  madam/'  said  he, 
angrily,  "  for  my  father's  first  reproof.  You 
indeed  excuse  yourself  by  saying  I  would 
not  allow  youy  to  write  again  to  your  pa<* 
rents !  You  may  write  once  a  day  for  what 
I  care  I  they  will  be  sure  to  forgive  you,  if 
you  represent  yourself  to  them,  as  an  injured 
wife,  if  you  try  to  convince  them,  as  you  have 
roy  father — that  I  alone  was  to  blame.*' 

"  Roland,"  replied  she,  mournfully,  **  I  said 
not  so !  1  did  not  try  to  appear  less  culpable 
than  I  felt  I  was — your  father  can  tell  you  that." 
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'*My  father  shall  tell  me  nothing  on  the 
subject  !**  interrupted  he,  '^  for  I  will  not  ask 
him.  It  was  in  this  very  room,  last  year,  I 
was  first  a  fool — there,  near  that  cabinet,  I 
told  you,  I  loved  you ;  believe  me,  were  I  to 
do  it  again,  I  should  act  more  wisely :  I 
should  not  now  have  a  wife  to  reprove  me — 
to  point  out  my  faults  to  my  father.  What  an 
idiot  I  was  to  marry  !*' 

*'Oh,  Roland,  Roland!'*  said  Charlotte, 
falling  on  her  knees !  **  do  not  say  those 
cruel  words,  or  my  heart  will  break,"  and  she 
wept  bitterly.  "  I  have  only  you  to  love,  you 
to  trust,  you — ^you  will  not  forsake  your  poor, 
young  wife:  if  I  have  offended  you,  I  ask 
your  forgiveness:  Oh,  for  you  I  would  do 
any  thing !  I  do  not  care  what  others  think 
of  me,  so  as  you  love  me.  You  know  I 
would  not  willingly  ofiend  you. — Tell  me  what 
to  do,  and  I  will  do  it.  Won't  you,  Ro- 
land?" 

**  Charlotte,  get  up  I"  said  he,  much  agitated, 
L   3 
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'^and  leave  me,  now;  it  is  late— and  after 
your  journey,  you  had  better  retire  to  rest^'^ 
He  kissed  her  coldly,  and  poor  Charlotte  went 
to  her  room,  there  freely  to  give  vent  to 
her  tears. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 


CuRifiTMAS  mcNmuig  was  ushered  in  with  very 
inclement  weather ;  the  wind  howled  fearfully, 
and  frequent  hail  showers  made  the  cold^  out 
of  doors,  extreme.  Charlotte  had  just  finished 
her  morning  orisons  in  her  dressing  room^ 
when  a  quick,  impatient  knock  made  her  rise 
from  her  kneeling  posture  and  open  the 
door. 

Roland  entered. 

^*  I  was  afraid  your  toilette  w^s  not  con^ 
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pleted/^  he  said,  <'for  you  ladies  take  such 
a  time  to  beautify  yourselves,  and  I  want  to 
have  a  little  conversation  with  you,  before  you 
go  down  stairs  ;  you  remember  this  is  Christ* 
mas  day." 

**  Indeed,  I  do,  Roland,**  replied  Charlotte, 
with  a  gentle  sigh,  *'  and  I  wish  you  very 
many  happy . returns  of  the  festive  day;  and 
myself  as  well  to  enjoy  your  happiness,^'  added 
she,  gaily. 

''Thank  you,"  answered  Roland,  hurriedly; 
'*I  suppose  you  think  my  happiness  would 
be  very  incomplete  without  my  monkress,'* 
added  be,  sarcastically ;  ^  I  don^t  forget  last 
night's  scene/*  ^ 

Charlotte  hung  down  her  head  ;  she  fell 
herself  blush  painfully,  and  a  tear  trembled 
in  her  eye. 

'*  1  can  tell  you,^  pursued  Roland,  ^  my 
wife  shall  not  with  impunity  notice  my  faults. 
Tour  duty  is  to  love,  honour,  and  obey,  and 
if  you  cannot  do  the  first,  you  must  the  twa 
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Others.  Now  you  may  remember  from  your 
unfortunate  visit  here,  last  year,  that  your 
chapel  is  seven  miles  distant  from  this :  your 
mother  had  her  carriage  here,  and  therefore 
your  ^ing  thither  this  day  twelve  montlis, 
was  no  inconvenience  to  either  my  father  or 
mother;  but  now  the  case  is  different,  and 
your  saying  you  wish  to  go  will  induce  my 
father  to  order  the  carriage  for  you.  My 
mother  will  have  to  go  to  church  in  an  open 
vehicle,  and  the  servants  and  horses  will  be 
taken  fourteen  miles  this  dreadful  day,  to 
gratify  you;  for  my  father  has  such  odd 
notions  about  not  thwarting  one's  religious 
feelings^  It  is  my  wish  Charlotte,  you  remain 
at  home  this  day — or,  better  still,  accompany 
us  to  church,  and  thus  show  how  much  you 
love  your  husband."     He  took  her  hand. 

^  Rnland,  dear  Roland,^'  said  Charlotte, 
solemnly,  but  in  trembling  tones — ^^  remember 
you  promised  me  faithfully,  to  let  me  worship 
Qod  according  to  my  own  ideas  of  right  and 
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wrong — I  was  brought  up  a  Catholic — well 
and  fully  instructed  in  all  the  sacred  tenets 
of  my  faith,  and  with  the  help  of  the  Almighty 
Disposer  of  all  things^  I  will  live  and  die  a 
Catholic." 

Roland  threw  her  hand  from  him. 

^'  I  am  not  surprised  Roland,  you  should 
think  me  weak  and  foolish — I  have  showed, 
at  least  in  one  action,  that  my  principles  of 
religion  did  not  lead  me  to  follow  their  dic- 
tates^"  she  paused — ^*  I  should  deeply  regret 
causing  any  trouble  to  your  kind  parents, 
Roland,  but  I  cannot  absent  myself  to-day 
from  chapel.  I  am  strong  and  well  in  health, 
and  seven  miles  is  nothing  to  a  hardy  moun- 
taineer; say  I  may  go,  dear  Roland,'^ — she 
tried  to  take  his  hand. 

He  pushed  her  from  him — she  receded 
several  paces,  turning  deadly  pale,  and  he 
turned  quickly  round  without  saying  a  word, 
and  left  the  room. 

Charlotte   did    not    weep — she  called  up 
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all  the  courage  of  her  xniad,  and  after  swal- 
lowing a  little  water^  descended  quietly  to 
the  house-keeper's  room,  the  way  to  which 
she  well  remembered  from  the  preceding 
year,  and  there,  meeting  the  smiling  facq  of 
Mrs.  Bartlett,  she  asked  '' at  what  hour  the 
family  breakfasted." 

^'  My  mistress,  madam,'^  replied  Mrs. 
Bartlett,  ^  thinking  you  would  be  fatigued  from 
your  long  journey  yesterday,  said  she  would 
not  have  it  until  ten  o'clock.** 

^^  It  is  now  only  half-past  eight,"  said 
Charlotte,  ^^  and  if  I  wait  for  their  breakfast, 
I  shall  not  be  able  to  attend  prayers  at 
Fenstowe,  which  is  seven  miles  distance,  and 
I  remember  prayers  commence  at  half-past 
twelve  o'clock.'* 

^^But  the  road  is  so  good,  madam,"  said 
Mrs.  Bartlett,  "  that  by  leaving  the  vicarage 
at  eleven  you  will  be  in  time." 

^^  Yes,  driving  it  I  should  I  am  sure,^'  an- 
swered Charlotte,  **  but  I  mean  t<^  walk^  this 
h  5 


226  THB  si^ovvicsirr* 

coM  da7»  and  yavL  wiU  oUige  me  rtry  mxulth 
Mrs.  BartleU^  it  you  eend  me  up  a  cup  of 
coffee  to  my  dressing  roomy  and  if  you  ask 
one  of  the  housemaids  to  be  ready  to  walk 
there  with  me^  and  aboTe  all,  if  you  say 
nothbg  about  my  intentions  to  the  fiamily 
until  I  am  gone*^ 

*'  Had  not  you  better  let  aome  of  the 
chaises  be  got  ready  for  you^  madam^  in- 
deed the  walk  is  too  long,"  urged  Mrs. 
Bartlett. 

^'  Oh,  I  am  a  Tery  good  walker/'  replied 
Charlotte,  *<aad  you  will  tell  Mrs»  Percie 
when  she  comes  down  to  breakfast,  of  my 
being  obliged  to  leaye  without  seeing  her^ 
now  I  shall  go  and  get  ready/'  and  away  she 
tripped;  her  cup  of  coffee  was  soon  taken, 
and  accompanied  by  a  maid  who  remembered 
her  since  the  last  year  ;  she  set  out.  During 
their  walks  through  the  grounds  of  the  vicar- 
age, it  was  very  pleasant,  for  they  were  shel* 
tered  from  the  cold  north-east  wind,  and  the 
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road  was  dry  and  hard;  but  on  leaving  the 
avenue,  they  found  the  public  road  muddy, 
and  heavy,  the  wind  blowing  quite  a  gale* 
Charlotte  had  equipped  herself  very  rationally, 
unlike  a  heroine  of  romance,  in  warm,  winter 
clothing,  with  strong  boots ;  yet  she  paused 
when  she  found  what  she  had  to  encounter, 
and  felt  half  determined  to  return — ^  Roland 
if  he  be  annoyed,^'  thought  she,  ^  at  my  ven- 
turing out  at  all,  will  not  be  more  so  at  my 
going  on,  than  if  I  returned,  and  he  cannot 
be  justly  angry  with  me,  his  wife — ^he  loves 
so  well." — ^Then  her  gentle  mother's  precepts 
of  religion  so  early  instilled  into  her  mind-^ 
Miss  Maiden's  instructions,  and  her  own 
sense  of  what  her  religion  obliged  to,  urged 
her  on.  *^  I  never  omitted  attending  divine 
service  on  a  day  of  obligation,  except  when 
ill,  since  I  remember ;  and  if  I  now  fail,  on 
this  my  first  trial,  well  may  Roland  and  &is 
family  condemn  me  as  a  weak  erring  girl.  No, 
I  will  go  on— my  father-in-law,  so  liberal  in 
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his  ideas,  will  make  this  escapade  be  forgiven. 
What  an  additional  pang  it  would  give  all  at 
home — at  Coomcarne — if  they  heard  I  neglect^ 
ed  the  duties  of  my  religion.^  Thus  Charlotte 
cogitated  for  several  minutes.  *^  I  am  afraid*, 
Susan^^'  said  she  turning  to  the  servant  that 
accompanied  her,  '^  this  is  a  very  loEig  walk  I 
am  giving  you;  and  instead  of  this  day 
being  on  of  enjoyment,  I  shall  make  it  one 
of  toil  to  you.'* 

"  Oh  }  madam,"^  replied  Susan,  eagerly,  *'  I 
am  delighted  to  do  you  any  service,  and  in- 
deed, madam,  it  is  the  greatest  pleasure  to  me 
to  go  to  Fenstowe,  for  my  only  brother  is 
settled  there,  by  trade  a  cabinet  maker ;  and 
it  is  now  three  months  since  I  saw  him, 
though  my  mistress  is  always  willing  to  give 
me  leave  me  to  spend  a  day  with  him.'' 

**  In  that  case,  Susan,*'  said  Charlotte,  "  I 
will  take  you  on  without  further  regret.  Come, 
we  must  walk  fast  ;'*  and  on  they  proceeded  as 
briskly  as  the  wind  and  dirtiness  of  the  roads 
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would  allow.  Charlotte  buffeted  the  weather 
bravely,  though  the  sevea  miles  seemed  to  her 
interminable. 

^^  There  is  a  fearful  shower  coming,  madam,'^ 
said  Susan ;  ^'  you  had  better  take  shelter  in 
some  house  before  it  eomes.'^ 

Charlotte  looked  at  her  wateh — ^it  was  little 
more  than  ten  o^dock  $  and,  more  in  compas- 
sion to  her  companion's  best  dress  than  for 
herself,  she  consented. 

They  knocked  at  the  door  of  a  neat  though 
small  house>  which  was  divided  from  the  road- 
side by  a  little  flower-garden,  in  perfect  order, 
though  the  t>nly  blossoms  it  could  boast  were 
some  wall -flowers  and  winter  primroses.  A 
young  girl  opened  the  door,  her  dress  was 
very  clean,  and  arranged  with  scrupulous 
nicety. 

"  Will  you  allow  us  to  take  shelter  here 
from  this  coming  shower  ?''  asked  Charlotte. 

The  girl   eyed  them  suspiciously,  holding 
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the  door  half  open.    <^  I  must  ask  my  mother/* 
said  she,  and  she  closed  the  door. 

Charlotte  smiled — her  companion  seemed  to 
look  upon  it  as  nothing  strange.  In  a  few 
minutes  the  girl  returned  9  followed  by  a  fat, 
red-faced  woman,  well  dressed,  who  sturdily 
asked  what  they  wanted. 

'^  Only  shelter  from  a  passing  shower. 
Ma'am/'  replied  Charlotte,  gaily,  who  felt 
amused  by  the  difficulty  of  gaining  admit* 
tance. 

*^  Are  ye  gentle  folks  ?''  enquired  the  house- 
owner. 

<^  Half-and-half,'^  answered  Charlotte,  smi- 
ling. 

^*  'Tis  strange  ye'd  be  out  trudging  it  such 
a  day  as  this,  then/'  said  she ;  "  but  come  in, 
if  you  like.  If  that's  all  I  thought  ye  wanted 
I  wouldn't  have  left  my  breakfast,  I  can  tell 
ye." 

^'  Martha,  here,  show  the  leedies  to  the  par- 
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lour,  and  stay  with  them  yourself;'^  and  she 
uQceremoaiouBljr  walked  o£P* 

Charlotte  and  her  attendant  followed  their 
conductreaa  through  a  passage  into  a  kitchen^ 
in  which  blaaed  a  lovely  fire ;  at  one  end  a 
taUe  was  set,  on  which  was  every  requisite 
for  a  very  substantial  breakfast;  the  cloth 
was  beautifully  white^  the  pewter  vessds  shone 
like  silver,  and  something  theire  was  frying 
on  a  pan  which  smelt  most  savourily.  The 
mistress  of  the  mansion  was  busy  inspecting 
its  contents.  At  the  table  sat  an  elderly  man» 
and  four  children  of  different  ages,  all  well 
dressed,  and  apparently  well  pleased,  discuss- 
ing the  merits  of  their  breakfast.  None  moved 
except  the  man,  who  barely  inclined  his  head 
to  Charlotte  as  she  passed  him.  The  parlour 
adjoined  this  comfortable  room.  No  fire  sul- 
lied the  brightness  of  the  well-polished  grate, 
but  it  was  furnished  in  a  style  that  Charlotte 
would  not  have  expected  in  so  small  a  house* 
There  were  chintz  hangings  to  each  of  the 
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wiadows — one  looked  to  the  little  garden,  the 
other  on  a  small  court-yard ;  there  was  a  sofa, 
a  dozen  mahogany  chairs  and  a  table;  the 
floor  was  covered  with  green  baize,  and  the 
walls  were  adorned  with  several  gaudy  pic- 
tures— these  Chailotte  carefully  inspected: 
two  were  the  likenesses  of  celebrated  pugilists, 
two  more  represented  game-cocks  fighting; 
there  was  a  picture  of  a  shipwreck,  with  a 
pea-green  sky  and  a  yellow  sea ;  there  was  a 
gentleman  fowling—^  drunkard  falling  off  his 
chair — the  likeness  of  Bolivar,  very  much  un- 
like whaS  he  could  have  been — and,  lastly,  a 
cat,  worked  in  red  and  blue  worsteds, — such 
a  heterogeneous  assemblage. 

<<  Do  you  often  inhabit  this  room  ?^  asked 
Charlotte  of  their  attendant,  Martha. 

^  Father  and  mother  sometimes  do — we 
don't !"  replied  Martha. 

"Ah,'*  thought  Charbtte,  **how  unlike  poor 
Ireland  this  is.  Go  to  the  door  of  the  mean- 
est or  moat  comfortable  house,  and  a  ready 
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wdcome  awaits  one — ^no  need  to  ask  leave  to 
enter — ^the  best  chair^  in  the  best  apartment^ 
in  the  warmest  corner^  is  yours  f — ^and  how 
politely  the  poorly  dad  creatures  will  rise  and 
salute  you ;  if  they  be  eating  will  they  ever 
fail  to  offer  you  some  of  their  food  ? — and  so 
hospitably  too.  Oh  I  I  would  rather  have 
your  mud-cabins,  with  your  smoke  and  your 
dirt,  my  dear  country,  than  England's  pretti-^ 
est  cottages ;  for  in  the  former  there  is  within 
what  ^  passeth  show  ;'  in  the  tatter  have  I  not 
here  experience.^'  Thus  she  thought  as  she 
stood  gazing  out  of  the  window  on  the  little 
garden,  through  which  she  had  entered. 

The  rain  had  begun  to  descend  in  torrents ; 
suddenly  she  saw  a  carriage  driving  furiously 
along  the  road ;  it  pulled  up  at  the  entrance 
to  the  cottage,  and  two  gentlemen  sprung 
from  it — ^and  one  giving  the  reins  to  the 
servant,  followed  his  companion  to  the  cot- 
tage door,  which  they  assailed  with  very 
loud  knocking. 
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^^I  hope  these  gentlemen  won't  gain  en- 
trance here/*  said  Charlotte,  in  a  low  voice,  to 
Susan. — **  Mind,  if  they  do,  you  give  them  no 
information  as  to  who  we  are/' 

Sounds  reached  from  the  kitchen.  Charlotte 
heard  the  mother  of  Martha  say, — ^*  Oh,  they 
ere  only  half-and-half/' 

'^  Let  us  in  then,  good  dame,"  said  a  voice 
Charlotte  thought  she  recognised,  ^*  and  well 
pay  you  most  willingly,  for  any  damage  our 
wet  boots  do;*'  and  the  landlady,  smiling, 
opened  the  door,  and  two  gentlemen,  well 
muffled  up,  followed  her, 

Charlotte  let  down  her  veil  and  turned  her 
chair  towards  the  window.  She  could  not  de- 
cide who  the  intruders  were,  though  the  voice 
she  bad  heard  sounded  familiar ;  both  gazed 
on  her  and  on  Susan,  and  seeing  the  latter, 
concluded  they  were  both  servant  maids. 

'<  A  bad  day  this  for  walking  muddy  roads," 
said  one,  addressing  Susan. 

^^Yes,  sir,"  replied  Susan,  with  an  air  of 
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dignUj,  detenmned  not  to  enter  into  any  con* 
versation. 

"They  are  maids  only,^  said  the  other 
gentleman,  in  French,  to  his  companion*  So 
being  under  no  constraint,  they  called  to  Mar- 
tha  to  get  them  something  to  drink  for  it  was 
«* piercingly  cold;**  adding,  *^they  would  pay 
for  it  handsomely.^' 

Martha  soon  entered  with  a  black  bottle 
and  glasses. 

«« Could  we  have  hot  water  and  sugar,  Miss?'* 
asked  one. 

"  And  plenty  of  both  ?^  added  the  other, 
gaily. 

Charlotte  would  have  given  worlds  to  es- 
cape from  the  room,  but  she  feared  to  pass 
lest  she  might  be  recognised,  and  she  sat, 
awaiting  the  ending  of  the  shower,  in  no  en- 
viable state  of  mind. 

"  Come,  Hervey,'*  said  his  companion,  «'brew 
us  a  tumbler  each  of  punch,  which  you  are 
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such  an  adept  in  mising  since  your  exile  in 
Erin's  isle/' 

**  And  drinking,  too,'*  replied  Harvey. 

"  Harvey — Harvey,*'  thought  Charlotte,  and 
she  stole  a  glance  from  under  her  bonnet,  and 
saw  the  officer  who,  on  the  night  of  her  first 
ball  at  home,  spoke  so  praisingly  of  her 
countrywomen* — How  many  recollections  his 
appearance  awakened,— her  happiness  that 
night, — her  fond  parents, — her  desertion  of 
them, — and  a  tear  sprang  to  her  eye;  she  de- 
termined he  should  not  recognise  her,  so  she 
kept  her  seat,  and  continued  gassing  out  of  the 
window. 
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CHAPTER  XXIL 


**  Where  is  your  wife,  Roland  ?''  asked  his 
father^  gaily,  on  his  entering  the  breakfast 
room,  and  not  seeing  Charlotte  there.  ^^  Your 
mother  is  just  coming  down  to  give  us  break- 
fast/' 

*^  I  left  her  more  than  an  hour  since  in  her 
dressing  room,  sir,''  replied  Roland,  colouring 
highly.  '^  I  dare  say  she  will  be  down 
soon/' 


238  Tttfi   ELOPEMENT* 

'*!  dare  say  she  was  tired  from  her  long 
drive,  yesterday,''  said  Barton^  **  she  seemed 
very  much  so  last  night.*' 

"  You  had  better  call  her  down,  Roland ;  I 
am  ansious  for  her  Christmas  greeting,'*  said 
Mr.  Percie. 

Roland  very  reluctantly  left  the  room ;  he 
slowly  ascended  the  stairs,  opened  the  door 
of  their  bed-room,  and  called,  **  Charlotte,'* 
inside  it  was  her  dressing-room,  the  door  of 
which  was  closed ;  he  knocked  at  it,  and  no 
sound  could  he  hear,  he  felt  a  degree  of 
tremor  creeping  over  him,  he  remembered 
his  hastiness  in  parting  with  faer.-^Could  she 
have  fainted  ?  he  opened  the  door,  and  started 
when  he  saw  the  room  empty.  On  the  hearth 
rug  were  a  pair  of  her  shoes,  so  soiaU  they 
were,  Roland  could  scarcely  fancy  them  his 
wife's,  he  took  one  up,  it  was  marked  '^  Char- 
lotte ;"  a  small  table  was  near  the  fire  place, 
a  cup  with  a  little  coffee  and  a  piece  of  un- 
broken toast  were  on  it.    ^^  Where  could  she 
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have  gone?  To  mass  probably!  aad  in  the 
cold  and  wet !  he  hoped  not — his  poor  young 
wife — ^it  was  very  obstinate  of  her  if  she  did 
so,  and  he  determined  to  make  her  regret  it, 
and  with  this  resolve  he  quitted  the  room. 
On  the  stairs  he  met  Mrs.  Bartlett. 

^^  I'm  afraid  the  dear  young  lady  will  be 
very  wet,  Master  Roland,''  said    she,    kind- 

>y. 

She  was  a  very  good-natured  soul,  and  had 
lived  in  her  present  situation  many  years. 

^^  Where  is  she  gone,  Mrs.  Bartlett  ?"  asked 
Roland,  impatiently. 

'<  Dear  me,  I  thought  of  course  you  knew, 
sir  !"  she  replied ;  ^'  she  is  gone  to  chapel  to 
Fenstowe,  and  she  would  walk,  she  did  not 
mind  the  distance  she  said ;  she  took  Susan 
Hutton  with  her-*she  is  nigh  to  it  by  this 
time." 

Roland  quickly  descended  to  the  breakfast 
room. 

^'  Why  did  you  allow  Charlotte  to  take  such 
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a  journey  a  day  like  this^  Roland  ?'  enquired 
his  mother  on  his  entrance. 

"  She  went  without  my  leave^  I  assure  you> 
ma'am/'  answered  Roland;  *4f  she  be  wet  or 
tired,  I  am  not  to  blame^" 

^*  If  she  were  bent  on  going  to  chapel/'  pur- 
sued Mrs.  Percie,  ^^I  would  have  sent  the 
carriage  with  her.  Your  father  would  have 
driven  me  to  church  in  the  gig.  1  hope  she 
will  not  suffer  from  her  rashness ;  she  looked 
delicate  last  night/'  added  she :  ^^  We  must 
take  care  of  her." 

'*  Did  Charlotte  say  nothing  of  her  inten- 
tions, Roland  ?"  asked  Mr.  Pefcie. 

'^She  said  something  about  her  wish  not 
to  miss  attending  prayers  to-day,"  replied  he, 
<<  really  I  can't  remember  what — ^she  is  most 
blameable  in  having  gone  off  in  this  man^ 
ner.'* 

'^She  is  very  young  and  very  enthusiastic 
in  her  ideas,  my  dear  boy/'  said  Mr.  Percie, 
*'so  we  must  excuse  her  first  youthful  failing 
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->— if  failing  it  can  be  called-^you  and  Barton 
can  go  in  the  carriage  to  bring  her  back ;  by 
leaving  immediately,  you  would  overtake  her 
before  she  reach  the  church,  at  Fenatowe, 
and  ril  engage  to  take  your  mother  safely 
to  Marthorpe/' 

'*  She  does  not  deserve  1  should  take  such 
trouble^  and,  indeed,  I  will  not,''  exclaimed 
Rolando  ^*  my  mother  must  not  be  deprived 
of  her  carriage,  and  Charlotte  must  learn  to 

^'  Did  you  desire  her  not  to  go  ?"  enquired 
his  father. 

^  I  told  her  it  was  my  wish  she  should  re- 
main at  home,*'  answered  Roland,  ''and  I 
hope  she  may  be  taught  a  lesson*  Barton, 
I  beg  you  will  allow  her  to  find  her  way 
back  without  your  aid/'  and  Roland  finished 
his  breakfast  in  silence,  and  then  quitted  the 
room* 

''Rdand  seems  much  annoyed/'  said  his 

VOL»  i«  M 
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mother:  ^Baiton^  you  will  not  go  to  meet 
Charlotte,  of  course/'  continued  she. 

^  It  would  annoy  Roland  more  if  I  did/' 
said  he. 

Richard  Leslie^  who^  since  Emma's  death, 
had  remained  at  Marthorpe  "Vicarage,  heard 
the  conversation  in  silence,  but  determined 
not  to  permit  his  new  cousin  to  return  alone. 
He  went  to  the  stables,  and  there  secured  a 
horse;  this  he  assisted  in  harnessing  to  the 
gig,  and,  in  great  haste  lest  his  errand  might 
be  discovered  and  prevented,  he  drove  off 
quickly  by  a  back  avenue,  to  avoid  discovery ; 
after  a  considerable  round,  he  gained  the  high 
road  to  Fenstowe,  and  despite  the  very  heavy 
rain  and  storm,  he  urged  on  the  horse  to  its 
full  speed,  up  hill  and  down  hill  were  all  alike 
— ^he  drove  furiously  along.  For  some  miles 
he  got  on  gaily,  but  descending  a  hiU,  from 
the  top  of  which,  the  cottage  in  which  Char- 
lotte was,  was  visible,  the  horse  stumbled  and 
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fell — ^the  shaft  was  broken^  and  Richard  saved 
himself  from  being  thrown  out»  hj  grasping 
the  seat  firmly.  The  horse^  rather  tired  from 
the  violent  driving,  quietly  pulled  up,  and 
poor  Richard  bewailed  the  accident  in  mourn- 
ful tones  for  several  minutes*  '^If  I  had 
ropes  Vd  soon  mend  it,^'  said  he.  There 
was  no  house  by  the  way  side,  and  after  a 
long  delay,  he  got  the  shaft  apparently  to- 
gether by  means  o£  the  lash  of  the  whip,  his 
pocket  handkerchief  cut  into  strings,  and  his 
hat  band;  he  surveyed  his  work  very  much 
pleased,  he  got  cautiously  in,  and  drove  very 
gently  on  a  short  way,  when  a  jerk  of  the 
wheel  over  some  stones,  destroyed  his  mend- 
ing, and  the  shaft  broke  again,  rendering  the 
second  break  worse  than  the  first.  Richard 
got  out,  drew  the  vehicle  on  one  side  of  the 
road,  mounted  the  horse,  and  proceeded  up  a 
green  lane,  to  a  farm  house,  where  he,  after 
some  parleying  and  a  good  price,  obtained 
some  ropes  and  the  assistance  of  the  farmer's 
M  3 
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sons.  After  several  effiirts,  they  sucteeded 
in  rendering  the  gig  fit  to  traveL  Richard 
recompensed  them  for  their  trouble^  and  look^ 
ing  at  his  watch^  found  it  was  past  twelve 
o'clock.  ^  I  cannot  now  hope  to  overtake 
Charlotte^  so  I  may  drive  slowlyy*^  thought 
Bichard,  and  following  this  notion^  he  went 
gently  forward^  and^  indeed,  if  he  had  been 
very  anxious  to  go  on  at  full  speedy  his  steed 
was  inclined  only  to  move  on  slowly,  and  the 
state  of  his  whip  gave  the  tired  animal  the  ad« 
vantage  over  him.  He  did  not  reach  Fenstowe 
until  after  one  o'clock^  and  driving  up  to  the 
principal  hotel,  he  gave  the  horse  in  charge  to 
an  ostler,  asking  if  the  vehicle  could  be  mend-^ 
ed  in  an  hour:  he  was  told  not,  it  being 
Christmas  day,  and  all  engaged  at  divine 
service;  could  he  get  a  vehicle  to  harness  the 
horse  to :  Not  at  that  hotel,  and  Bichard 
sought  through  the  town.  After  a  search  of 
more  than  an  hour,  he  procured  a  pos^  chaise, 
and  in  this,  he  drove  up  to  the  hotel   where 
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he  had  first  stopped)  here  he  ordered  lun- 
cheon, and  gave  his  horse  and  gig  in  charge 
to  the  hotel  keeper,  begging  both  might  be 
taken  good  care  of,  until  the  next  day.  He 
got  into  the  chaise  delighted  at  having  at  last 
secured  such  a  pleasant  way  of  travelling,  for 
Charlotte. 

^  Where  to,  your  honour?'^  enquired  the 
driven 

''  To  the  Catholic  Chapel,*'  replied  Richard, 
throwing  himself  back  with  a  feeling  of  great 
satisfaction. 

^'CathoUc  Chapel  r  said  the  man,  ^I 
knows  no  such  a  place ;  'tis  the  church  he 
means,'*  and  off  he  drove,  and  stopped  at  the 
church  gate. 

^^This  is  the  church,''  said  Richard,  who 
had  been  several  times  there  at  service. 

**Yes,  sir,*'  answered  the  driver,  **is  not 
it  here  you  told  me  to  come  to  ?'* 

'«No,'*  said  Richard,  ^the  CathoUc  Cha- 
pel.^ 
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^^  Oh  I  chapel/'  quoth  the  man^  '^  I  knows^" 
and  he  ascended  the  box,  and  stopped  next 
at  a  Methodist  ChapeL 

Richard  had  never  been  in  a  Catholic 
Churchy  so  he  was  onacquainted  with  the 
forms  of  worship  of  that  religion :  he  entered, 
the  congregation  were  all  kneeling,  and  some 
one  was  praying  aloud,  evidently  an  extempore 
prayer.  Richard  had  heard  of  the  altars  and 
lights  and  images,  used  in  Catholic  Chapels, 
and  he  looked  around,  but  could  see  none. 
He  stood  gazing  to  try  and  discover  Charlotte 
among  the  crowd,  when  he  felt*  himself 
touched  on  the  shoulder,  and  an  elderly  lady 
desired  him  to  join  with  the  godly,  in  offering 
to  the  Lord,  the  tribute  of  bis  homage — ^Rich- 
ard knelt.  The  priest,  as  he  supposed,  con- 
tinued his  prayer,  the  sense  and  words  of 
which,  were  quite  thrown  away  upon  him, 
for  he  was  eagerly  watching  every  bonnet,  in 
the  hope  that  some  one  shaded  Charlotte's 
face.    The  prayer  ended — ^it  had  continued  a 
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long  time — ^the  congregation  all  rose  from 
their  knees^  and  Richard  took  his  station  at 
thd  door,  to  watch  them  as  they  passed.  A 
lacir  came  closely  veiled :  she  was  in  mocum- 
ing,  so  was  Charlotte.  He  bent  forward  to 
look  at  her  closely ;  dhe  stopped  at  the  porch 
door;^  and  Richard,  almost  certain  of  her  iden- 
tity, said  softly,  ^'  I  came  to  bring  you  back, 
Mrs.  Percie.** 

^^You  mistake  me,  sir!''  said  the  lady, 
haughtily  j  ^^I  am  not  Mrs.  Percie." 

'^Pardon  me,  madam,''  said  Richard,  ^I 
mistook  you  for  a  cousin.'* 

The  lady  raised  her  veil,  and  discovered  a 
very  comely  set  of  features,  but  quite  unlike 
those  of  our  heroine. 

*'  I  beg  to  apologise,''  continued  Richard;*— 
and,  seeing  the  lady  hesitate,  he  added,  ^'  can 
I  be  of  any  service,  madam  ?'' 

^'None,  sir,  thank  you,''  replied  she, — ^I 
wait  for  my  father ;"  aad  through  the  crowd 


248  THB   ELOPEMENT* 

advanced  towards  her  the  sni^osed  prieet^ 
whose  arm  she  took. 

Richard  looked  his  astonishment. 

^  May  I  ask,  sir/^  said  RichardyrespectfuHj, 
"<  if  this  be  the  CathoUc  Chapel  ?^ 

«<  The  Popish  Chapel  h— the  Just  Lord  for- 
bid/' said  the  man  he  addressed,  fenrently ; — 
^'it  is  the  ehapel  of  the  congregation  of 
blessed  evangelicals — ^a  pure  and  holy  sect^ 
whose  — — ** 

<<  Pardon  me^  sir^''  intemipted  Richard^ 
**  I  am  in  great  haste^  can  you  direct  me  to 
this  Popish  ChapeL" 

*<  Tonng  man,  I  would  not  send  thee  to  per- 
dition/^ said  he,  solemnly. 

Richard  bowed^  stepped  into  the  chaise» 
and  drove  off^  desiring  his  driver  to  find  out 
the  way  to  the  Catholic  place  of  worship^ 
promising  a  reward  if  he  did  so. 

The  promise  of  money  soon  brightened  the 
man's  intellects;  he  stopped  at  a  comer  of 
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a  street,  and  hearing  some  Irish  men  talking 
near  the  chaise^  Richard  knowing  most  of  the 
poorer  classes  in  that  country  were  Catholics, 
asked  one  of  them  to  shew  him  the  way  to 
their  chapel. 

^Ah!  then,  that  I  will,  and  welcome,  sir, 
hut  may  be,  'tis  coming  to  mass  you  are, 
and  sure  that  same  is  over  this  hour.'' 

^'  Is  the  chapel  near  P''  asked  Richard. 

*^  Oh,  quite  convaynient  to  your  honor,  here 
hard  by ;  in  the  next  street — and  a  hole  of  a 
place  'tis  too ;  but  'tis  the  heart  the  Almighty 
looks  to  when  we  pray,  and  not  the  place  we 
pray  in.'* 

Richard  had  left  his  chaise  and  followed  his 
conducter  on  foot  to  the  chapel,  which  was 
extremely  small,  and  only  three  persons  were 
in  it ;  these,  he  soon  convinced  himself,  were 
strangers  to  him ;  and  he  did  not  stop  to  ex- 
amine the  edifice,  but  quickly  regained  his 
chaise.  He  held  out  a  shilling  to  his  guide, 
but  poor  Pat  refused  it,  saying,  ^^  he  would  be 
M  5 
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may  to  let  the  gentleman  pay  htm  for  nrhat 
was  a  pleasure  to  him— long  Ufe  to  the  young 
gentleman,'' 

'^If  I  go  baek  to  luncheon  Charlotte  will 
be  near  Marthorpe  Vicaraget  before  I  overtake 
her^  but  I  must  pay  for  it^**  thought  he^  ^  so  I 
may  as  well  swallow  a  few  mouthfols^^  and 
with  this  determination,  he  managed  to  eat 
surprisingly  well  in  a  few  minutes,  and  then 
having  paid  his  Inll,  got  ioto  his  ehaise  and 
urged  the  driver  to  his  full  speed,  he  reached 
Marthorpe  Vicarage  without  meeting  Charlotte 
or  her  attendant.  Nor  had  she  returned  when 
he  arrived  there.  His  uncle  came  out  to  the 
door  to  meet  him,  and  to  him  he  related  his 
adventures  as  briefly  as  possible. 

*'  You  had  better  return  to  meet  this  giddy 
wife  of  yours,  Roland,^*  said  Mr.  Percie,  who 
sought  him  in  his  room,  after  relating  Richard's 
rambles  in  search  of  her. 

w  No,  father,*'  said  Roland,  ^*  I  will  not ;  bpt 
Barton  can  go  if  he  be  willing.'* 
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*<  I  will  make  her  sorry  for  this,'*  thought 
he,  as  his  fkther  left  him  again  alone. 

Barton  and  Richard  very  good  natmredly  set 
off  to  seek  poor  Charlotte. 
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CHAPTER  XXIIL 


^'It  18  two  mfles  from  here  to  Fenstowe,  is  it 
not,  Harvey »^    asked  his  companion^    ^and 

twelve  from  that  to  the  town  of  M ,  and 

six  fit>m  thenee  to  your  aunfii  plaee^  making 
in-  all  twenty  mfles,  no  despicable  drive  on  a 
day  like  this.'' 

^'Unfortunately,  my  dear  fellow/'  replied 
Harvey,  ^it  is  nme  miles  from  M-*-—  to 
Rendar  hall,  making  in  all  a  drive  of  twenty 
three  miles,  you  know  you  would  stay  last 
night  with  your  gentle  Rosalinda^  so  Uame 
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me  noty  if  we  are  late  for  the  good  things 
at  my  aunt's ;  and  if  my  gay  cousins^  Lucy 
and  Frederica  should  question  me  about  our 
delay,  you  may  trust  to  my  discretion — ^you 
know  we  promised  to  reach  Rendar  hall  yes- 
terday evening — at  this  rate  of  going  we 
shall  not  be  there  this  evening/' 

''And  if  you  attempt  to  tell  tides  about  Rosa* 
linda,  Til  teU  of  your  <tale  of  love/  and  the 
pangs  of  disappointment^  &c.*'  said  his  fellow 
traveller. 

^'Let  us  speak  in.  French/'  said  Harvey> 
blushing^  and  speaking  in  that  language^ 
^  these  maids  may  repeat  our  conversation.*' 

Charlotte  smiled^ 

^^  There  is  no  use  in  quizzing  me,  Philip," 
continued  Harvey,  **^for  you  know  my  love 
is  married.  I  made  a  complete  fool  of  myself 
certes,  though  she  was  not  the  wiser.  At  a 
hall  at  her  fiither's  she  overheard  a  conversa- 
tion Walhouse  and  I  had ;  I  certainly  admired 
her,  and  you  know  I  have  such  a  silly  habit 
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of  blushing.  Well,  Walhouse  with  his  jokea 
used  to  provoke  me  so  about  this  ^tear  Span- 
iard/ and  I  in  a  sober  fit,  one  wet  day,  took  to 
writing  verses  to  Charlotte,  these  were  found 
and  read  aloud  at  mess,  and  you  may  fancy  I 
got  well  quizzed ;  it  was  a  relief  to  me  when 
our  regiment  changed  quarters;  and  this 
fair  lady  I  hear  eloped  last  Autumn  in  Scot- 
land, married  and  displeased  her  parents,  who 
have  not  seen  her  since/' 

*^  Oh,  you  have  been  enquiring  I  see,  Har- 
vey," said  his  companion,  jocosely. 

«  Why,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  have  Philip— I 
may  as  well  confess.  She  was  a  beautiful  girl> 
and  so  unaffected— and  then  her  family,  so 
fond  and  so  proud  of  her.  She  formed  some 
attachment  to  a  young  officer  in  Exmouth  last 
year,  when  she  was  staying  there  with  her  fami^ 
ly.  Her  mother  was  delicate;  and  this  choice  of 
ber's  is  a  parson's  son,  and  poor,  I  am  sorry 
to  hear  for  her  sake.  So  you  see,  Philip,  I 
really  liked  the  girl ;  and  I'U  make  a  bargfun— 
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you  can  have  cousin  Lucy^  and  VVL  have  cousin 
Frederica^  to  flirt  with  during  our  stay  at 
my  Aunt'8>  and  we'll  be  silent  about  the  ab- 
sent and  here  is  their  health  now  in  most 
potent  punch. — May  Charlotte  be  as  happy 
as  she  deserves — and  may  Rosalinda  be  an 
old  maid^  if  she  refuse  to  marry  Philip  Gifford ;. 
and  nowj  most  puissant  Philip,  I  do  aver  the 
rain  looks  as  if  it  meant  to  cease^  so  I  will 
away  to  light  a  cigar/'  and  Harvey  quietly  put 
on  his  outMde  coat  and  mu£9er  and  left  the 
room;  his  companion  soon  fblbwed  his  ex- 
ample* 

Charlotte  determined  to  try  and  escape  from 
the  room  without  their  seeing  ber^ 

*^  Here  is  some  compensation  for  your  long 
watch,  Martha/'  said  Charlotte^  giving  her 
some  money.  *^  Show  us  to  the  door,  quietly, 
like  a  good  girl ;"  and  they  effected  their  exit 
unnoticed  by  the  gentlemen,  who  were  both 
standing  near  the  kitchen  fire. 

**  We  must  lose  no  time  now,  Susan,  on  the 
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road/^  said  Charlotte,  and  they  both  hastened 
forward. 

Near  the  town  the  gentleman  passed  them 
in  their  drag,  driving  furiously. 

^  Beautiful  legs  and  feet,  that  tall  one  has,** 
ejaculated  Harvey,  as  they  passed.  ^  Vd  swear 
she  was  a  lady,  only  her  dress  is  so  covered 
with  mud.^^ 

**  I  remember  the  way  to  the  chapel — we 
came  hither  three  times  last  year;  it  is  down 
this  street,"  said  Charlotte,  stopping  at  the 
entrance  to  a  narrow  street.  '*  Ton  can  meet 
me  here,  Susan,  at  two  o'clock,  if  your  prayers 
be  over,  or  I  will  remain  in  the  chapel  until  you 
come  for  me." 

I'll  be  with  you  at  two,  precisely,  madam," 
said  Susan. 

Charlotte  entered  the  humble  chapel,  and 
had  to  wait  there  an  hour  before  the  service 
commenced.  When  it  was  over  it  was  just 
two  o'clock,  and  Charlotte  Ifeft  with  the  first 
of  the  congregation,  remembering  how  far  she 
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had  to  Feturn*  She  reached  the  end  of  the 
street^  and  stood  looking  round  for  Susan  ^-^ 
she  saw  her  at  a  distuice  coming  towards  her. 
The  flags,  from  the  continued  hail  showers, 
had  become  very  slippery^  and  our  heroine, 
hastening  unguardedly  on,  sliiq;>ed  on  them, 
and  in  falling  turned  her  ancle  and  sprained 
it  severely. 

^  Oh^  madam,  I  fear  you  are  hurt-^-can  you 
walk  ?''  asked  Susan,  eagerly. 

^  1  have  hurt  my  foot,"  answered  Charlotte^ 
limping  on.  *'I  fear  I  cannot  walk  all  the 
way  back,  it  hurls  me  so  much — what  shaU 
we  do?'" 

<*  My  brother  lives  just  here,  madam/'  said 
Susan,  ^'  if  you  take  my  arm  and  walk  quietly 
you  can  reach  his  house  ;*'  and  Charlotte  limp- 
ed on,  every  step  giving  her  extreme  pain. 

Susan  led  her  into  a  very  comfortable  house, 
in  which  her  brother  received  them  very 
civilly. 
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^'  If  you  could  procure  me  any  kind  of  a 
vehicle  to  take  me  to  Marthorpe  Vicarage^  I 
should  be  very  much  obliged^''  said  Char- 
lotte. 

^^  1  will  go  and  try,  madam ;  but  X  fear  you 
will  have  some  delay  here,  for  there  are  very 
few  carriages  to  be  had  in  this  town/' 

Charlotte  sat  by  the  fire  writhing  in  pain ; 
she  feared  to  take  off  her  boot  lest  she  might 
not  be  able  to  put  it  on  again.  She  remem- 
bered once  a  school  frieud  of  her's,  having 
sprained  her  foot^  ai¥l  beiog  confined  to  a 
sofa,  for  nearly  a  month*  She  recollected  she 
had  only  a  fortnight  to  stay  at  Marthorpe 
Vicarage* 

Susan's  attentions  were  unremitting,  once 
she  was  out  of  the  room,  a  chaise  drove  by^ 
and  Charlotte  rose  from  her  seat,  fancying  it 
was  the  vehide  for  her,  but  die  pain  so  in-r 
creased  from  standing,  she  had  to  resume  it 
immediately.    Susan  brought  in  some  biscuits 
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and  a  bottle  of  currant  wine,  of  both  of  which 
Charlotte  partook,  though  slightly,  for  appetite 
she  felt  none.  A  long  hour  and  a  half  passed,  the 
tantalizing  chaise  had  rattled  by  three  times, 
still  Susan's  brother  had  not  returned :  four 
o'clock  came,  and  soon  after  it  he  drove  up^ 
in  an  old  fly,  which,  he  assured  Charlotte,  waa 
the  only  vehicle  he  could  get  to  hire  for  love 
or  money;  the  horse  too  was  old,  so  Char- 
lotte feared  it  would  be  very  late  before 
she  arrived  at  her  destination.  However  she 
thanked  him,  and  assisted  by  Susan,  she  with 
difficulty  got  into  it,  and  they  set  off  at  a  slow 
pace;  on  they  jogged,  darkness  soon  suiv 
rounded  them,  the  wind  howled,  and  the  rain 
fell  heavily,  and  an  occasional  moan  from 
poor  Charlotte^  was  the  only  break  to  the 
dreary  silence.  In  ascending  a  hill,  about 
two  miles  from  the  vicarage,  the  vehicle  stop- 
ped :  Charlotte  called  out  to  know  what  was 
the  matter,  fearing  some  new  deby ;  the  door 
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was  opened,  and  Barton  Percie,  exdaim-r 
cd: — 

^  Oh  I  Charlotte^  how  you  have  frightened 
us-r^here  is  Richard,  who  has  spent  the  whole 
day  chasing  you,  in  Fenstowe/' 

<<  And  Roland  V  asked  Charlotte. 

'^  I  left  him  gloomily  brooding  over  the  fire, 
in  your  room,**  said  Barton;  ^come^  don*t 
delay— ^it  is  lat&r-*give  me  your  arm.** 

''I  must  take  time,  my  dear  Barton,"  re- 
plied she,  softly^  ^  I  fear  I  have  sprained  my 
foot/* 

Very  carefully  they  assisted  her  to  the  chaise, 
she  did  not  allow  a  single  complaint  to  escape 
her  lips.  Richard  recounted  his  adventures, 
and  she  accounted  for  having  missed  him. 
They  soon  reached  the  vicarage ;  it  was  nearly 
seven  o'clock,  Charlotte  felt  herself  tremble^ 
her  father-in-law  came  out  to  meet  her,  and 
heard  with  regret,  of  her  accident. 

^The  next  day,  Charlotte,  you  itttend  your 
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chapel/^  said  he^  seriously,  ^^  Roland  will  ac- 
company you  to  the  door.  We  must  not 
scold  you  now  though^  seeing  you  are  in  pain, 
I  hope  it  is  not  much.'' 

^  It  is  excessive/'  said  she,  fidntly  ^*  Iwish 
I  were  in  my  own  room.*' 

Barton  and  Richard  came  forward,  and  with 
great  caution  they  raised  Charlotte  up,  and 
took  her  to  her  room  in  their  arms.  Roland 
was  not  there.  Mrs.  Percie  came  up  quickly^ 
she  kindly  took  off  Charlotte's  cloak  and  bon- 
net, and  refrained  from  saying  a  word  of  re« 
proach,  seeing  what  pain  she  suffered.  She 
tried  to  take  off  the  boot  on  the  injured  foot, 
but  so  dreadfully  swelled  had  it  become,  she 
feared  to  trust  her. 

<^  Barton,^'  said  she,  ^tell  Roland  to  come 
up,  I  want  him^ — ^We  must  send  to  Mar* 
iSborpe  for  Mr.  Price.-^^Tell  your  father  too  to 
come  up.^ 

After  some  delay,  Mr.  Percie  came  up  alone> 
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he  took  Charlotte^  hand>  and  it  was  bum^ 
ingly  bot-^be  felt  ber  pulse,  it  beat  wildly. 
^  I  amsometbing  of  an  Esculapias.  Cbarlotte^ 
let  me  see  your  foot — witb  a  pair  of  good 
scissors  I  will  undertake  to  eut  off  tbe  boot 
witbout  hurting  you — will  you  letmetiy?*' 

'*Most  willingly,  ray  dear  sir,'*  replied 
Charlotte  gently — but  I  am  giving  you  such 
trouble — ^you  cannot  think  bow  much  I 
regret *' 

<^Make  Roland  come  up/'  whispered  Mr. 
Percie  to  his  wife,  **he  would  not  stir  for 
me* 

Mrs.  Percie  went  down  and  vainly  en- 
deavoured to  reason  Roland  out  of  his  feelings 
of  annoyance  towards  bis  wife. 

In  the  meantime,  Mr.  Percie  proceeded 
quietly  with  his  operation ;  and  Charlotte  bore 
the  pain  witbout  a  murmur — the  boot  was 
taken  off,  but  the  foot  was  terribly  swell- 
ed. 
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<^  Would  you  not  like  to  go  to  bed,  Char^ 
lotte,/'  asked  Mn.  Perde  entering  the  room, 
^^you  must  feel  great  fatigue— I  have  aent 
for  Mr.  Price,  our  village  apothecary,  and  I 
should  like  to  have  you  comfortably  settled 
in  bed  before  he  cornea.^ 

*'If  you  leave  me  to  the  care  of  good  Mrs* 
Bartlett,  dear  Mrs.  Percie,  and  go  to  dinner> 
I  should,^'  answered  Charlotte,  ^*  and  when 
you  return,  you  ¥rill  find  me  quite  easy  ; 
and  ask  Roland  to  come  to  me  for  one 
minute,''  whispered  she,  ^*  and  if  he  come,'' 
thought  she,  ^  Vll  not  mind  the  pain.'* 

But  his  resolve  was  taken,  and  come  he 
would  not — ^he  felt  he  had  been  treated  badly, 
and  he  determined  to  make  Charlotte  feel 
so. 

Chariotte  bore  all  Mr.  Price's  applications 
most  heroically — the  foot  was  leeched  and 
cupped.  Mrs.  Percie  kindly  attended  her  and 
bandaged. 
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^  I  will  call  early  to-monrow,  Mrs.  Percie,'* 
said  Mr.  Price,  taking  his  departure^—*'  I 
would  recommend  you,  madam/'  added  he, 
addressing  Charlotte,  ^^  to  keep  yourself  as 
eool  and  quiet  as  possible,  and  of  course  not 
to  get  out  of  bed  before  I  see  you  to-morrow. 
I  think  a  soporific  quite  necessary,  so  I  shall 
send  you  one  up  from  the  village  as  soon  as 
possible,''  and  wishing  both  ladies  **good 
night,"  Mr.  Price  withdrew. 

Charlotte  listened  to  every  footstep  on  the 
stairs,  hoping  to  see  her  husband  enter,  but 
he  came  not-^and  long  before  the  composing 
draught  reached  the  vicarage,  she  had  sunk 
into  a  dreamless  sleep,  from  mere  exbaus* 
tion. 

Mrs.  Percie  administered  the  draught,  and 
soon  saw  her  sink  again  into  a  profound 
slumber. 

It  was  late  when  Roland  entered  his  room, 
and  he  did  so  noiselessly;    he  left  it  next 
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morning  before  poor  Charlotte  had  awakened 
from  her  deep  sleep.  Her  first  thought  was 
her  husband^  she  started  up«  and  called  his 
name^  but  he  was  not  there.  She  remembered 
yesterday's  adventures,  and  tears  flowed  plen- 
tifully from  her  eyes. 


VOL.   I.  N 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 


DuRixG  the  night,  the  wind  changed  to  thc^ 
north-west,  and  Roland,  when  he  looked  out  in 
the  morning,  saw  the  countiy  covered  with 
snow.  ^^  ril  have  a  good  day's  shooting,^^  said  he 
to  the  servant,  who  was  arranging  the  break- 
fast table ;  ''  bring  me  up  some  coffee,^  and 
before  nine  o^clock,  Roland  was  enjoying  his 
favourite  sport,  whilst  his  wife  was  su£fering 
from  his  neglect  of  her,  even  more  than 
from  the   sprain,  though  her  foot  was  ex- 
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tftmtlf  pamfiil.  Mnu  Percie  felt  for  the 
young  wife,  when  she  learned  that  her  son 
had  gone  out  shooting.  She  told  it  to  Char- 
lotte^  and  had  she  scanned  her  countenance, 
she  would  have  seen  how  pale  she  became: 
though  her  only  remark  was,  she  hoped  he 
would  have  good  sport. 

Mr.  Price  arrived  early,  and  advised  Char- 
lotte to  remain  quietly  in  bed. 

''The  sprain  might  be  very  tedious  in  its 
cure  if  she  did  not  keep  perfectly  quiet,''  he 
said. 

Bhe  determined  to  follow  his  advice  very 
strictly. 

After  breakfast  Mr.  Percie  came  to  see 
her. 

''  Did  you  make  up  your  little  quurrel  with 
Rokmd,  this  morning  ?''  asked  he,  gaily,  as 
he  seated  himself  near  her  bed,  and  took  her 
hand« 

**  I  was  provokingly  drowsy  all  the  mom- 
u^g>"  replied  Charlotte,  blushing;  ''indeed, 
N  3 
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I  did  not  awake  until  long  past  nine  o'clock-* 
and  last  night  I  was  so  overpowered  with 
sleep,  I  merely  remember  Mrs.  Percie  giving 
me  a  draught'^ 

'^Roland  will  bring  you  in  ^me  peace- 
offerings  in  the  shape  of  woodcocks/'  said 
he,  ^  and  then  youll  kiss  and  make  firiendst 
as  the  children  say.^ 

^*0h,  indeed,  my  dear  Mr.  Percie,  I  was 
the  offender,  and  I  feel  Roland  has  reason  to 
be  displeased  with  me.'^ 

"Certainly,**  answered  he,  "it  was  a  very 
girlish  freak,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  to  go  off 
seven  miles  with  only  a  female  attendant,  on 
such  a  day  as  yesterday  w^— without  your 
husband's  sanction — and  when  you  might  have 
judged  that  your  mother-in-law  would  have  wil- 
lingly given  you  the  carriage,  to  take  you  to  Di- 
vine Service.  By  the  articles  of  our  faith  we  are 
taught  to  believe  the  *  Church  of  Rome  hath 
erred,  not  only  in  their  living  and  manner  of 
ceremonies,  but  also  in  matters  of  fiuth.'     But 
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again^  the  XVIII.  article,  says:  ^Tbey  also 
are  to  be  had  accursed  that  presume  to  say, 
that  every  man  shall  be  saved  by  the  law  or 
sect  which  he  professeth,  so  that  he  be  dili* 
gent  to  frame  his  life  accordbg  to  that  law, 
and  the  light  of  nature.  For  holy  scripture 
doth  set  out  to  us,  only  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ,  whereby  men  must  be  saved/  We 
must  charitably  hope  none  remain  wilfully 
in  error,  and  that  all  *  through  the  name  of 
Jesus  Christ  will  be  saved  that  live  the  lives 
of  christians/  My  dear  child  you  will  think 
I  am  reading  you  a  regular  homily,  but  your 
future  life  is  to  be  passed  amid  Protestants, 
and  I  wish  to  speak  sei^ously  to  you,  on  re- 
ligion.  Tou  have  been  bom  and  reared  a 
Roman  Catholic,  and  I  hope  you  will  always 
live  up  to  the  dictatea  of  your  religion :  you 
shall  have,  I  promise  you,  free  will  in  the  ex* 
ercise  of  its  precepts,  and  if  any  doubts  should 
arise  in  your  mind,  as  to  its  truth  or  freedom 
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from  error^  you  shall  hare  unbiassed  instrac- 

tions  from  me,  as  far  as  in  me  lies.    I  be* 

lieve^  most  firmly,  my  faith  to  be  the  true 

ouei  and  if  I  did  not^if  I  enterCaiiied  the 

slightest  doubt  relative  to  its  doctrines^  I  as* 

sore  youy  solemnly,  I  would  seek  the  truth, 

and  leave  this  home,  eost  me  what  it  may-^ 

religion  is  too  sacred  to  be  thought  oif  in 

comparison,  to  any  worldly   feeling*      This 

world  and  its  passions  and  vanities  speedily 

vanish,  but  religion  loofai  beyond,  and  teadies  i 

us  that  it  is  not  for  a  few  years  of  strife  we 

live   here  below  that  we  have  been  created.  j 

I  would  regret,  Charlotte,  to  see  you  unad« 

visedly  leave  the  futh  of  your   childhood; 

the  lore  you  bear  your  husband  may  uige  | 

you  to  do  so,  but  let  not  such  a  motive  pre* 

vail-<^let   each  serve  God  faithfidly  in  their 

own  faith.    I  have  a&oted  you,   my   dear 

child/'  added  he  kindly,  aering  tears  rolUng 

down  CSiarlotte's  cheeks* 


^'It  it  yoor  kiodMss  that  has  done  86^ 
my  dear  Mr.  Perde/'  said  CSiarlotte^  gently* 

^^  I  liope  to  merit  a  continttanee  of  it.«^ 
Hj  reUgion,  believe  me,  I  ahall  not  leave — 
at  least,  I  trust  not-^it  is  a  link  that  binds 
me  to  my.  yoathfiil  days^^my  borne— my 
country.* 

«<£ven  higher  motives  than  tb^se  Charlotte/' 
said  Mr.  Perdey  ^  miist  lead  you  to  continue 
a  Catbdie^  cap  jmt  Jrellgioti  irill  not  be  free 
from  worldly  feelings. — Could  you/'  added  be^ 
after  a  short  pause^^^' summon  up  courage 
sufficient  to  write  the  letter  to  your  parents 
we  spoke  of  the  night  before  last?* 

^  With  your  kind  asnstanoe  I  think  I  can/' 
answered  sh^  naiHng-^Hibe  wbb  nervously 
auKiotis  to  bave  it  finished  before  Roland 
returned* 

Mr.  .Perde  brought  her  writing  mifteriids^ 
and  Mrs*  Ftevpie  propped  her  up  in  bed  with 
pillows,  aod  Jmiif  folded  a  warm  shawl 
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round  her;  her  hand  trembled  violently,  and 
tears  would  force  themselves  down  her  cheeks 
at  every  appeal  to  her  parents^  feelings. 

*^I  feel  so  weaky  dear  Mr.  Percie/'  said 
she  softly,  ^^  I  cannot  refrain  my  tears." 

^^  They  do  honour  to  your  good  heart,  my 
dear  Charlotte/'  said  he,  *'  I  should  be  sorry 
to  think  you  felt  your  fault  less.'' 

^  Perhaps  the  exertion  is  too  much  for 
Charlotte^''  said  Mrs.  Perde,  addressing  her 
husband. 

^  Oh,  no,  indeed  it  is  not,''  replied  Char- 
lotte hurriedly— *^' the  letter  is  just  finish- 
ed.'' 

Four  o'clock  struck,  she  thought  Roland 
ought  to  return,  so  she  endeavoured  to  dry 
her  tears  and  succeeded  in  finishing  the 
letter,  and  gave  it  into  Mr.  Percie's  hands, 
with  many  thanks  for  his  kindness.  She 
was  then  left  alone-^her  thoughts  wandered  to 
her  happy  fire-side,  at  Coomcame*— the  joyous 
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tones  of  her  little  sisters — their  happiness  in 
inspecting  their  Christmas  boxes — ^her  gentte 
mother's  smile-^her  father^s  hearty  laugh — 
Manuel's  happy  face— -and  Miss  Malden'b 
quiet  enjoyment — and  poor  Ellen  her  faithful 
mstidy  whom  she  had  left  at  Edinburgh  bar- 
racks, not  wishing  to  add  to  the  expense  of 
their  travelling,  fearing  to  annoy  her  hus- 
band— and  that  husband  so  devotedly  loved — 
'  he  lay  there  in  stillness  and  solitude,  thinking 
of  him — of  them  alL 

When  one  feek  they  have  given  way  to 
ill-temper^  they  feel  a  degree  of  annoyance 
against  themselves^  Roknd  had  scarcely 
left  the  inclosures  of  the  vicarage  grounds^ 
before  he  regretted  his  hastiness  in  leaving 
the  house  without  seeing  his  wife>  and  trying 
to  allay  the  pain,,  he  knew  she  suffered—* 
for  during  the  night  he  had  heard  her  fre- 
quently moan  in  her  sleep,  but  he  consol-* 
ed  himself,  sayings  *^  I  can't  now  return 
until   dinner    hour,"    and    he    pursued   hiji« 
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waji  but  yevy  bad  sport  attended  him,  for 
though  he  saw  several  birdsi  he  suceeeded  in 
shooting  only  one,  and  vexed  and  tired^  he 
returned  to  the  viearage  t  he  went  quietly  up 
to  his  own  room^  he  opened  the  door  gendy^ 
there  was  no  candle^  but  the  ire  burned 
brightly^  and  not  faneying  his  wife  was  in 
bedy  he  walked  across  the  room  to  her  dres* 
sing  room. 

Charlotte  started  up  in  bed  at  seeing  him ; 
'^  Roland,  I  am  so  delighted  you  are  come  !'' 
said  she,  as  he  folded  her  in  his  arms; 
<' dearest  Roland/^  murmured  she,  ''I  have 
indeed  been  to  blame,  but  I  see  youfoigive 
me.'' 

^'Tour  fault  has  been  punished  severely, 
I  am  afraid,  Charlotte,^'  said  he :  '^  I  would 
not  speak  to  you  last  night,  I  was  so  really 
displeased,  but  now  I  must  forgive  you,  I  sup** 
pose ;  does  your  foot  pain  you  much  ?" 

•'It   did,   last   night,"   replied   Charlotte^ 
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smiling,  ^  bat  then  your  being  away  pained 
me  more,  my  deaf  Roland^— to  day  it  is  atill 
swelled,  and  Mr.  Price  desired  me  to  remain 
in  bed,  but  I  hope  in  some  few  d^ys  it  will  be 
quite  well,  I  intend  to  take  great  care  of 
it." 

^  It  is  most  provoking  accident,"  sdd  Ro* 
land;  <^you  will  not,  I  dare  say,  be  able  to 
stir  out  while  we  remain  here,  and  you  will 
expect  me,  I  suppose,  to  play  the  part  of  lover 
to  you.'^ 

'^  No :  indeed,  Roland,**  said  she,  sweetly, 
'^  I  will  expect  only  an  occasional  visit  from 
from  you.  ]  hope  you  will  go  out  every  day, 
to  shoot  or  ride,  as  if  you  had  no  wife*^ 
only  to  take  care  of  yourself  for  that  wife^s 
sake." 

^^I  ought  to  be  happy  in  having  such  a 
wife,"'  thought  Roland;  he  kissed  her  and 
went  down  to  dinner  in  very  good  humour 
with  himself. 
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Next  day  Charlotte  was  allowed^  by  Mn 
Price,  to  sit  up  on  a  sofa,  in  her  dressing 
room,  and  when  Roland  placed  her  on  it,  he 
thought  she  looked  really  beautiful.  Her  new 
relations  ware  very  kmd  and  attentive  to  her, 
and  in  occasional  visits  from  each  of  the  fa- 
mily the  days  of  her  banishment,  as  Mr. 
Perde  called  it,  passed  very  pleasantly  to 
her. 

Roland,  the  first  day  of  her  getting  up^ 
wanted  to  remain  all  day  with  her^  but  she 
would  not  allow  him,  insisting  on  his  de-^ 
voting  seme  of  the  day  to  taking  exercise 
m  the  open  air,  and  she  argued  her  right  to 
make  him  take  eaze  of  himself,  so  sweetly, 
he  could  not  find  it  possible  to  frown  upon 
hen 

In  a  week  she  was  convalescent  enough 
to  come  down  stairs  aided  by  her  husband, 
and  so  carefiilly,  for  his  sake^  did  she  take 
care  of  herself^  that  at  the  end  of  the  fort-» 
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night,  she  was  able  to  leave  Marthorpe  Vicar- 
age with  him;  having  endeared  herself  to 
each  of  her  new  relations^  by  her  unfailing 
amiability. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


It  was  the  last  night  of  the  year,  and  a  cheer, 
ess  cold  night  it  was — the  wind  howled  in 
fitful  squalls  and  rattled  the  windows  in  their 
frames,  at  Coomcare  Park. 

^'Tou  will    have    a    bad    night,  going    to 

W ,  to  this  ball,  Manuel,''  said  his  father, 

addressing  him,  as  they  sat  t£te*4-t£te  together 
after  dinner. 

<<That  reminds  me  that  I  have  not  much 
time  to  lose,  my  dear  father,*'  replied  Manuel^ 
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^'for  I  promised  to  join  the  Mastertons  at 
tea,''  and  finishing  his  wine  he  rose  to  pre* 
pare  for  his  departure. 

It  was  a  very  contfortable  room,  the  dining* 
room,  at  Coomcarae  Park :  the  fire  in  the 
ample  grate  burned  brightly-^he  dosely^ 
drawn  window  curtains  excluded  all  air  from 
without-^^md  on  the  hearth  rug  lay  an  old 
dog,  evidently  enjoying  the  warmth  of  his 
situation;  he  occasionally  stretched  himself 
with  a  pleased  air.  Mr.  O'CarroU  moved  his. 
chur  near  the  fire — ^the  dog  raised  himself 
from  his  recumbent  posture,  and  looking  up 
in  his  face,  wagged  his  tail.  Mr.  O'CarroU 
patted  him  fondly — *<Poor  old  Sam,  I  love 
you  well  for  your  Mistress'  sake— she  left 
you,  but  you  shall  be  fed  and  guarded — ^you 
are  all  she  left  us  to  remember  her,"  and  a 
tear  stole  down  his  cheek.  ^*  Poor  Charlotte," 
continued  he,  musingly,  ^'so  beautiful  and 
good  you  were,  it  in  no  wonder  he  should  love 
youy  and  well  must  you  have  loved  him  when 
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you  left  the  parents  that  idolized  you  for  his 
his  sake.  My  poor  child,  you  were  carefully 
reared  in  every  comfort,  such  a  night  as  this 
in  cold  barracks  will  make  you  think  perhaps 
of  your  once  happy  and  comfortable  home-**K)f 
your  father  and  motber-^their  care  and  their 
love — ^ 

The  door  opened  and  a  servant  entered  with 
the  post  bag,  Mr.  O'Carroll  took  out  its 
contents  placed  them  on  the  table,  and  gave 
the  empty  bag  to  the  servant.  He  took 
up  one  letter—^assuredly  it  was  Charlotte's 
writing — the  hand  trembled  when  it  was  writ- 
ten— the  address,  was  not  very  plain,  for  the 
letter  had  been  '^  missent^'— the  seal  was  black 
-^and  the  father  trembled.  He  sat  down  with 
it  in  his  hand,  h^  drew  his  chair  towards  the 
table,  and  broke  the  seal-^and  the  letter  was 
from  Charlotte;  such  a  letter  as  the  &ther 
felt  he  was  proud  his  child  wrote>  but  it 
moved  not  his  resolve. 

^  I  cannot  forgive  her  T  was  bis  eauclama'^ 
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tion^  and  he  put  the  letter  mto  his  bosom, 
and  went  into  the  drawing  room  to  show  it 
to  his  wife. 

A  pretty  sight  awaited  him^  Marj  and 
Camilla  were  dancing  together^  a  figure  dance » 
and  both  looked  so  happy  and  so  lovely-^ 
their  little  cheeks  flushed  by  the  exercise^  and 
their  eyes  sparkling.  Miss  Maiden  was  play^ 
ing  a  lively  air  for  them  on  the  piano,  which 
had  been  brought  into  the  drawing  room ;  for 
since  Charlotte's  marriage  the  music  room  was 
deserted.  Mrs.  (^Carroll  reclined  on  a  sofa, 
watching  her  darlings  with  great  pleasure,  and 
ever  and  anon  applauding  them.  Mr.  O'Car- 
roll  waited  until  the  dance  was  ended,  and 
then  rewarding  each  of  the  children  with  a 
kiss,  he  begged  his  wife  to  come  with  him  to 
the  dining  room. 

*'No  bad  newsi  I  trust,  dear  Henry,  of 
either  of  the  absent  ones,"  said  Mrs.  (^Car- 
roll,  faintly. 
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'<  None,  my  lon^''  replied  her  husbaad,  mi 
he  gave  lier  a  chair  neiir  his  owoi  and  he  lead 
to  her  Charlotte's  letter, 

^«  The  dear  chilc^^  said  her  mother)  kindly, 
^indeed  she  deeply  repents  of  her  fault; 
but  I  know  your  determination  on  this  head^ 
my  dear  {lenry,  so  I  riiatt  urge  nothing  in 
her  defence.'^ 

^*  I  am  glad  her  new  velations  are  kind  to 
her,  my  dear  wife/*  said  Mr.  0*CanoU|  ^  tove 
her  they  must  whep  they  know  her  welL'' 

<<  I  am  sorry,  Heniy,  you  dcm't  know  the 
Percies,^  observed  Mrs*  0*GarrdI  j-^  you 
could  better  judge  than  I  can,  what  poeir 
CharlotAe'a  ehanoe  of  happiness  is  among 
them/^ 

''My  dear  Camilla,^  rqdied  he,  ''lam 
really  rejoiced  I  do  not.  Did  I  know  diem  aa 
you  do,  I  might  be  led,  through  a  feeling-  of 
etiquette  to  them,  to  Ibigiye  the  undutifiil 
conduct  of  my  child,  and  thia  would  be  erring^ 
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agaiast  my  principles*    I  know  har  husband 
but  slightly— you   know  how  engrossed  my 
mind  was  at  that  time  with  the  hopes  of  Lord 
AichgoHe^s  attadiment  to  Charfette.    I  never 
dreamed  my  child  had  thrown  away  her  young 
affections — thrown  away  I  say^  for  the  man 
that  could  in!ge  her  to  sacrifice  her  first  duties 
to  hislove^  must  be  unworthy  her  bve/' 
Manuel  here  entered  to  say  ^  good  night.'' 
^'  Bead  that  letter^  my  son/'  said  his  father^ 
extending  Charlotte's  letter  to  him,  and  Man* 
nel  did  so^-^^make  no  comment  on  it/'  con* 
tinned  he^  for  it  ii  useless,  and  he  took  the 
letter  from  Manuel's  hand  and  threw  it  into 
the  fire,  and  yet  when  he  saw  it  blazing  away 
he   regretted    his  hastiness;  the  signature — 
**your  gratefiaily  attached,  though  offending 
ohild^  Gharlotte  Bside" — remained  on  a  black 
part  of  the  fire^  koA  was  there  before  him, 
pleading  powerfully  in  bd^df  of  the  writer. 
^Here  is  a  letter- from  Henry,"  said  Ma- 
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nuel,  who  had  been  eagerly  examining  the 
contents  of  the  po8^bag• 

Mr.  O'CarroU  raised  the  poker,  gave  the 
fire  several  stirs,  and  poor  Charlotte's  letter, 
which  had  cost  her  so  many  tears^  was  all 
destroyed. 

Henry  wrote  in  the  gayest  style,  wishing 
them  all  very  many  happy  returns  of  the  new 
year.  In  conclusion,  he  mentioned  that 
having  had  a  cough  during  most  part  of  the 
winter,  he  was  obliged  to  remain  much  within 
doors,  and  to  take  great  eare  of  himself.  A 
doctor,  who  had  attended  him,  recommended 
some  months'  change  of  air,  in  bis  native  land, 
when  the  spring  weather  came,  and  Henry 
said  with  his  father's  leave>  he  would  take 
some  vacation  among  them,  in  April.  His 
father  wrote  that  night  to  beg  of  him  to  do 
so  as  soon  as  he  could^  and  cautioned  him  to 
take  every  care  of  himself. 

With    Henry's  letter  came  one   from  the 
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Professor,  the  head  master  of  the  college, 
extolling  his  talents,  amiability,  and  character 
most  highly ;  he  had  obtained  several  honours 
though  such  a  short  time  there,  and  the 
parents  with  delight  read  these  praises. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 


ttoLANDand  Charlotte  arrived  ia  Liverpool^ 
the  second  day  after  they  left  Marthorp  Vi- 
carage^and  Roland  in  passing  along  a  quay, 
met  Lord  Archgolle,  who  turned  pale  in  re- 
cognizmg  hiniy  and  stopped,  extended  his 
hand,  and  faltered  out  his  congratulations  on 
his  marriage.  He  did  not  ask  for  his  wife, 
but  hurriedly  bid  Roland  good  bye,  saying  he 
was  going  next  morning  to  Durham,  to  attend 
the  death-bed  of  an  aged  uncle  of  his. 


*"' We  irere  gcnag  llmt  way^  too,^  thought 
ftoland^  when  they  parted^  but  I  promise  yoa 
m  not  give  you  the  pleasure  of  ouvoompany 
on  your  journey*  ^iwt  then  teefag  a  vessel 
by  the  quay  sid^  witfi  m  sign  np>  markings  it 
for  Gktg^w ;  he  wient  .on  boards  and  finding 
it  was  to  sail  at  hig^  tide  next  day,  he  took 
places  finr  his  wife  and  himself  on  board ;  the 
aocommodationa  were  very  tolerable^  and  he 
knew  Cbariotte  would  be  pleased  at  any  thing 
that  pleased  him.  He  tetumed  bridcly  to 
the  hotels  and  passing  a  private  room^  the 
door  of  which  was  open,  he  heard  Lord  Arch« 
goUe's  voice  within ;  he  hurried  on^  and 
reached  his  own  sitting  roomti 

Charlotte  had  just  finished  a  letter  to  his 
mother,  and  ,she  asked  if  he  had  any  message 
to  send  home. 

''Wm  you  let  me  read  the  letter.  Char* 
lotte  y*  enquired  he,  laying  his  hand  on 
it. 

<<  With  pleasure,  dear  Roland^^  replied  she, 
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gaily ;  ^  you  know  I  can  have  no  secrets  fron 
you.'' 

He  read  through  the  letter.    She  possessed 
the  talent  of  writing  well — agreeably,  withou 
the  superabundance  of  words  that  generally 
grace  young  ladies'  letters.    What  a  mania  for. 
letter*writing  some  young  misses  are  infected 
with?    And  how  some  labour  to  use  every 
word  that  can  be  pressed  into  their  service. 
— where  one    would  do   using  three,   often- 
times more.    Roland  smiled — ^his  own  peculiar 
smile — as  he  gave  back  the  letter,  and  said. 
<<  my  mother  must  be  gratified  by  this  accoun 
of  our  travels ;  but  we  are  not  going  back  the 
same  way  we  came,  as  you  say  here." 

^  How  glad  I  am  of  that,  dear  Roland,'' 
exclaimed  his  wife — I  do  love  variety.  How 
are  we  to  frame  one  course  to  our  quarters  in 
'Auld  Reekie?"' 

<<Why  in  a  way  that  will  please  from  it 
variety,  at  leasts  Charlotte,"  replied  Roland 
I  have  taken  berths  in  a  trading  vessel  bound 


THB   SLOP£MBNT«  289 

from  here  to  Glasgow,  and  thence  we 
will  proceed  to  Edinburgh,  which  ia  only 
forty-three  or  forty-four  milea  north-weat  of 
it,  and  thua  we  shall  save  the  long  land  jour- 
ney/' 

Dinner  was  then  brought  in,  and  Charlotte 
exerted  all  her  powers  of  agreeability  to  en- 
tertain her  husband  during  the  evening* 

^  I  have  a  mind  to  bring  you  some  one  to 
take  tea  inith  you,  Charlotte,"  said  Roland, 
gaily — for  he  felt  proud  of  his  wife,  so  hand- 
some did  she  look.  ^An  old  friend  of  yours,'' 
continued  he,  whom  I  met  to-day,  one  that 
is  staying  in  this  hotel.  Are  you  not  very 
curious  to  know  who  it  is  ?" 

^  If  it  be  any  one  I  knew  at  home — I  mean 
Coomcarne  Park,''  said  she,  eagerly,  ^*  I  shall 
be  delighted  to  see  either  him,  or  her — ^per- 
haps one  of  the  Mastertons.*' 

c<  ^o — guess  again,''  said  Roland. 

<<  Captain    Harvey,"    guessed    Charlotte, 

blushing  brightly. 

VOL.  I.  o 
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"Who  is  he?— I  don't  know  him/'  said 
Roland^  hastily ;  "  is  he  another  of  your  de- 
voted admirers  ?" 

Charlotte  paused — ^but  she  was  so  thorough- 
ly ingenuous,  that  she  told  her  husband  in 
her  own  playful  way,  of  her  acquaintance  with 
him — ^and  of  her  rencontre  on  Christmas-day, 
she  ended  by  saying,  "  I  tell  you  this  because 
I  like  you,  dear  Roland  to  know  every  thought 
of  mine/' 

He  did  not  look  quite  pleased,  and  he  be- 
came silent ;  tea  was  brought  in  and  taken 
away  without  an  allusion  to  their  acquaintance, 
and  Charlotte,  whatever  curiosity  she  felt,  and 
she  was  woman  enough  to  feel  a  little  share  of 
that  womanly  failing,  repressed  it.  In  going 
to  her  bed  room,  she  was  gratified  however, 
for  at  the  end  of  a  long  passage,  with  a  bed- 
room candle  in  his  hand,  she  saw  advancing 
quickly.  Lord  Archgolle — he  was  not  near 
enough  to  recognise  her — ^she  turned  into  a 
room  next  her,  closed  the  door,  and  let  him 
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pass,  she  then  quietly  gained  her  own  room, 
aad  told  this  to  Roland,  a  frown  was  her 
only  reward. 

Poor  Charlotte,  how  devotedly  you  loved 
your  careless  husband — with  all  the  fervor  of 
your  young  warm  heart. 

The  next  morning,  after  a  hasty  breakfast, 
Roland  hurried  Charlotte  on  board  the  ship, 
and  they  found  the  vessel  was  not  to  sail  until 
ebb  tide,  at  two  o'clock.  The  vessel  was 
small,  the  cabin  into  which  Charlotte  wa« 
shown,  was  not  above  four  feet  square,  and 
in  it  were  two  berths,  miserably  confined 
they  looked,  and  dirty  too ;  but  she  did  not 
complain ;  a  short  inconvenience  she  thought 
of  no  consequence.  A  sister-in-law  of  the 
Captain's,  a  delicate  creature,  with  a  baby, 
going  to  join  her  husband,  in  Glasgow,  was 
to  share  the  cabin  with  Charlotte.  The  cabin 
which  Roland  was  to  occupy  with  seven  or 
eight  others,  was  of  tolerable  size.  Charlotte's 
foot  was  ixot  yet  sufficiently  strong  to  allow 
OS 
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her  to  walk^  so  she  sat  on  deck  watching  the 
busy  scene  around  her,  and  her  husband 
strolled  about  the  town.  At  length  the  an- 
chor was  weighed^  the  crew  all  on  board,  and 
the  vessel  floated  gently  off;  a  slight  ripple 
alone  played  on  the  water,  and  smoothly  with 
a  scarcely  perceptible  motion,  the  ship  sailed 
down  the  Mersey. 

**!  hope  it  will  blow  fresher  than  this. 
Captain  Waring,  when  we  get  outside  Rock 
Point,''  said  a  man  near  Charlotte,  addressing 
the  Captidn  of  the  vessel. 

'^  It's  likely  to  keep  calm  enough  to-night," 
replied  the  Captain,  ^'what  wind  there  is, 
is  blowing  steadily  off  shore.*' 

^'When  could  we  reach  Glasgow,  with  a 
favourable  wind?''  asked  Roland,  somewhat 
impatiently." 

•*  This  is — let  me  see — ^Thursday  :  well 
Friday,  Saturday. — ^Why  the  voyage  may  be 
short  and  may  be  long ;  we  ought  to  do  it  in 
two  days,  but  contrary  winds  do  spring  up. 
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and  we  may  be  four  days  about  it,^  and  with 
this  satisfactory  intelligence,  the  Captain 
walked  off  to  give  some  directions  to  the 
sailors. 

While  there  was  any  light,  Charlotte  re- 
mained on  deck  with  her  husband,  and  felt 
quite  amused,  watching  the  various  vessels 
that  passed  from  many  a  clime,  and  then  the 
shores  on  either  side,  studded  with  villas,  and 
she  thought  of  her  own  land,  away  in  the  dis- 
tant sea. 

^*  That  is  Formby  Point  now  before  us. 
Madam,*'  said  the  Captain  to  Charlotte,  as 
he  assisted  her  along  the  deck.  The  vessel 
began  to  rock  a  little  unpleasantly,  and  she 
wished  to  go  down  to  the  cabin.  ^I  hope 
we  shall  make  good  way  to  night,''  and  he 
called  to  his  sister-in-law,  at  the  cabin  door, 
and  desired  her  to  take  every  care  of  Mrs. 
Percie,  who  was  ere  long  stretched,  or  rather 
cramped  into  her  small  berth,  dreadfully  sick 
o  5 
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with  that  overpoweringly^  sickening  malady- 
sea  sickness.    She  had  no  idea  of  fear,  but 
now  she  longed  to  be  again  on  land,  or  even 
breathing  the  pure  fdr  on  the  deck;  but  to 
stir  was  impossible;   the  vessel    rolled,    and 
the  cabin  vras   in  darkness,    her  companion 
slept  soundly,  and  Charlotte  thought  the  night 
would  never  end ;  yet  it  was  a  night  of  en- 
joyment compared  to  the  next  one.    Towarda 
morning  she  dosed,  but  her  sleeping  thoughta 
were  disturbed  by    frightful    dreams,   and  a 
gentle  hand  laid  on  her  shoulder  made  her 
start  and  awake :  it  was  her  companion,  Mrs. 
Waring,  who  was  dressed. 

"  You  were  moaning  so  frightfully,  Mrs. 
Percie,,'^  said  she,  <^I  thought  it  better  to 
awake  you.  Will  you  take  something  ?  a  cup 
of  coffee,  I  would  recommend.  It  is  near 
eleven  o'clock ;  if  you  were  up  and  dressed, 
and  on  deck,  you  would  feel  quite  well.'* 
Charlotte  thanked  her,  took  some  cofiee. 
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but  it  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  her  ma-- 
lady  would  allow  her  to  leave  the  cabin,  and 
then  she  had  to  be  assisted  on  deck.  The 
Captain  was  most  attentive  to  her ;  she  hoped 
they  had  made  good  way,  during  the 
night. 

"  Very  good,  Madam/'  said  he,  "  consider- 
the  wind;  this  morning  the  breeze  freshened » 
See,  there  is  Rossall  Point,  we  are  leaving 
behind  us. — That  bay  is  Lancaster  Bay. — You 
see  the  opening  of  the  river  Loyne,  on  which 
the  town  of  Lancaster  stands. — Farther  on  is 
the  Bay  of  Morcambe. — You  see  the  Island  in 
the  distance,  that  is  Walney  Island.'' 

^^  I  took  a  canter  along  the  sands,  with 
Manuel,  last  July,  by  the  edge  of  Morcambe 
Bay,"  said  Charlotte  to  Roland,  who  was  just 
then  standing  near  her ;  Mamma  was  fatigued, 
and  we  stopped  to  rest  two  days  at  Lancas- 
ter, and  my  dear  father  ordered  me  a  long 
ride." 
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**  Which  you  enjoyed  very  much,  I  dare 
say/'  said  Roland,  '^  notwithstanding  my  ab- 
sence.*' 

*'  I  lived  in  the  hope  of  meeting  you  soon, 
you  know,  Roland,"  replied  she  playfully, 
^'and  therefore  sweet  hope  gave  me  enjoy- 
ment.'* 

The  twilight  was  deepening  into  night, 
when  the  ship  passed  Walney  Island.  The 
sun  had  sunk  with  a  deep,  red  light  in  his 
ocean  bed,  tinging  all  the  eastern  hemisphere 
with  his  parting  rays,  and  the  clouds,  glowed 
in  a  rich,  crimson  beauty. 

*'ln  my  own  land,"  thought  Charlotte, 
^^  the  beautiful  sun  sinks  to  rest;"  she 
gazed  on  his  fading  light.  How  sweetly  since 
those  days  the  poet  Lover  has  written  in  his 
own  exquisite  song,  **  The  Land  of  the  West." 


**  The  sun  in  the  gorgeous  east  chaseth  the  night. 
When  he  riseth,  refreshed  in  his  glory  and  might ; 
But  where  doth  he  go  when  he  seeks  his  sweet  rest? 
Oh!  doth  he  not  haste  to  the  beautiful  west? 
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The  Captain  approached^  looking  very 
thoughtful. 

'<  How  luminous  the  waters  appear,  Ro- 
land/' exclaimed  Charlotte.  ^  I  never  re- 
marked them  so  before/' 

^'This  appearance  surely  portends  wind. 
Madam,"  said  Captain  Waring,  hearing  her 
observation;  ^*this  phenomenon  is  frequently 
seen  in  the  Mediteranean  sea,  and  in  warm 
climates,  seldom  indeed  in  winter  time.  I 
have  rarely  observed  it  in  these  seas,  and 
never  before  but  in  Summer  or  Autumn. — 
Some  knowing  ones  will  tell  you  this  shining 
light  is  caused  by  the  phosphorus  that  all  the 
putrid  matter  in  the  seas  emit ;  others  from 
the  electric  fluid,  which,  in  the  prbcess  of 
evaporation  rapidly  evolves;  and  others  again 
say,  the  waters  are  filled  with  myriads  of  small 
luminous  insects,  which  shine  out  this  way : 
for  my  part,  I  only  know  that  it  foretells  a 
storm." 
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"Not  to-night^  1  trust,  Captain  Waring,** 
said  Charlotte,  rather  alarmed. 

"  Oh,  madam,  we*ll  brave  it  gallantly/'  an- 
swered he,  "you  must  not  fear;  and  if  you 
took  refuge  in  your  cabin  it  is  the  safest 
place.'* 

Charlotte  went  below,  and  not  long  was  the 
Captain's  conjecture  without  proof  of  its  truth, 
and  she,  fearing  to  undress,  sat  on  a  chair  by 
her  berth,  feeling  rather  nervous.  Midnight 
came  and  brought  such  a  gale  as  made  the 
stoutest  heart  on  board  quake.  The  sea  rolled 
in  billows,  mountains  high,  and  the  ship  waa 
tossed  to  and  fro,  the  sails  were  soon 
rent  to  pieces,  the  rudder  disabled,  land 
the  unmanageable  vessel  was  borne  along-^ 
now  drifting  on  the  surface  of  the  surging 
waves,  now  almost  engulphed  by  the  raging 
element.  The  Captain  came  to  Charlotte's 
cabin,  pale  with  dread ;  his  sister-in-law  had 
risen  from  her  berth,  and  held  her  baby  in 
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her  arms,  convulsively  sobbing  forth  her  fears. 
Charlotte  was  on  her  knees,  trying  to  invoke 
the  Almighty  Ruler  of  the  angry  ocean  for 
their  safety. 

"  Tou  must  feel  terror,  Mrs.  Percie/'  said 
the  Captain,  kindly;  ''it  is  an  awful  night, 
and  Providence  alone  now  guides  us.  None 
can  remain  on  deck,  and  where  we  all  may  be 
in  the  morning  God  alone  knows;  the  men 
are  prepared  to  expect  the  worst.'' 

**  My  husband — my  husband  V*  faintly  ejac- 
ulated Charlotte ;  her  companion  sobbed  loudr . 

^'  He  was  asleep  till  the  last  awful  squall,** 
replied  the  Captain ;  ''  now  FU  send  him  to 
you,  as  you  are  both  up,"  and  a  tear  glistened 
in  his  eye  as  he  sent  Roland  to  his  beautiful 
young  wife;  and  through  that  long,  long 
night,  where  instant  death  awaited  them  in 
momentary  expectation,  Charlotte's  heroic  re- 
signation  calmed  his  feelings.     She  prayed. 
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long  and  fervently^  by  his  side;  she  forgot 
herself — she  soothed  her  companion — she  lull-* 
ed  the  frightened  baby  to  sleep—and  at  each 
visit  of  the  Captain,  he  left  her  thinking 
what  a  treasure  her  husband  possessed.  He 
had  assembled  all  his  men  in  the  large  cabin — 
he  read  prayers  for  them,  and  calmly  each  one 
waited  the  fate  that  seemed  inevitable.  To  be 
taken  thus  in  the  prime  and  vigor  of  manhoed 
from  the  midst  of  life  is  bitter,  when  health 
is  strong — and  many  a  tear  gleamed  that  night 
in  that  frail  ship,  when  home  and  its  inmates 
were  thought  on.  The  morning  dawned 
at  length,  and  the  Power  that  ruled  the 
waves,  reduced  them  to  comparative  tranqui* 
Uiy. 

**  We  may  be  saved,  Mrs.  Percie,"  said  the 
Captain,  smiling,  putting  his  head  to  her  cabin 
»-^'  for  the  wind  is  lulling/' 

<'Oh,  thank  God,''  sobbed  Chariotte,  ^all 
the  firmness  of  the  night  giving  way." 
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As  the  day  brightened^  the  angry  sea  calmed^ 
and  at  mid-day  the  ocean  shone  in  beautifal 
tranquillity,  and  the  disabled  vessel  lay  on  its 
bosom,  bat  a  useless  thing  almost-^the  chain 
plate  had  given  way — the  rudder  was  gone-^ 
the  sails  rent  in  ribbons. 

'*  It  was  a  mercy  indeed  we  were  not  swamp- 
ed/' thought  the  Captain,  eyeing  the  scene  of 
desolation  from  the  well  washed  deck — ^his 
cargo  had  been  all  swept  overboard — ^he 
looked  around,  they  were  &r  from  land,  at 
neither  aide  could  he  descry  it,  his  only  hope 
lay  in  some  vessel  picking  them  up.-— The 
stillness  that  reigned  around  was  horrid  in 
their  present  dismantled  state,  and  his  oldest 
sailor  could  devise  no  remedy  by  which  the 
ship  could  be  rendered  serviceable.  The  day 
railed  heavily  on — though  hope  cheered  many 
a  heart  in  that  vessel. 

The  night  too  succeeded  in  beautiful  calm- 
ness)  but  none  could  sleep  soundly — lights 
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were  struck^  and  guns  of  distress  fired  at  in« 
tervals  during  the  night ;  the  morning  rose 
and  found  them  still  on  the  boundless,  sea,  far 
from  land.  Another  day  and  night  lagged 
cheerlessly  on^  and  hope  began  to  fail  many 
on  boa];d. 

^To-morrow  may  bring  us  some  relief. 
Captain  Waring/^  said  Charlotte  sweet-^ 
ly,  ^<  and  then  we  shall  forget  all  our  suffer- 
ings.'' 

'*  God  bless  you,  kind  prophetess/'  replied 
he,  '^and  may  He  fulfil  your  prophecy — for  ia 
His  hands  are  life  and  death.'' 

During  those  days  of  intense  anxiety-^of 
despair  almost  to  many,  Charlotte  had  a  kind 
word,  an  encouraging  hope  to  cheer  each  one^ 
The  Captain  had  many  a  time  congratulated 
Soland  on  the  possession  of  ^^  this  pearl  be- 
yond price,^'  as  he  called  her« 
.  The  Sabbath  morning  broke  beautifully  on 
the  still,  tranquil  ocean.    A  slight  ripple  broke 
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erer  its  glassy  surface,  and  the  vessel  went 
gently  on  before  the  breeae.  Th^  Captain, 
paced  the  deck,  and  vainly  looked  around  the 
ocean.  The  blue  sky  alone  was  reflected  on, 
its  bosom,  and  he  descended  to  his  cabin^  tryn 
ing  to  hope  the  day  would  bring  somi^  hel^ 
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CHAPTER  I. 


Chaklottb  was  trying  to  argue  Mrs.  Waring 
out  of  a  notion  she  begun  to  allow  to  get 
strong  hold  of  her  imagination,  *^  that  they 
would  all  die  of  hunger  ;'^  when  the  Captain 
knocked  at  their  cabin  door. 

'<  No  fear  of  that  for  at  least  a  month  Julia,'* 
said  he,  when  he  heard  her  fears^  ^<  we  have 
plenty  of  provisions  on  board,  Mrs.  Percie, 
your  prophecy  will  I  am  afraid  prove  a  false 
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•ne — not  a  sail  is  in  view^  and  we  can  see 
leagues  around  us^  except  on  one  point,  where 
there  is  a  slight  haze/' 

**And  that  haze  may  clear  by  and  bje 
Captain/*  answered  Charlotte  gaily^  ''and 
shew  you  a  sail  bearing  down  upon  us.*' 

"  We  will  have  public  prayers  in  the  large 
cabin  after  breakfast^  madam/'  said  the  Cap- 
tain,  ^  and  you  and  Julia  will  join  us.'' 

**  I  cannot/'  replied  Charlotte,  "  for  I  am  a 
catholic,  and  must  say  my  own  prayers,  but, 
I  will  join  you  in  supplicating  the  Almighty 
though  in  a  different  room." 

When  all  had  assembled  at  prayers,  Char- 
lotte feeling  an  irresistible  impulse  to  pray  to 
the  God  of  nature  in  the  open  air,  ascended 
the  deck,  and  knowing  no  human  eye  looked 
on  her  devotions,  she  knelt  and  prayed  with 
fervor  to  the  wise  disposer  of  all — and  she 
rose  from  her  knees  strengthened  with  hope. 
She  gazed  around  towards  the  south  of  the 
vessel ;  the  haze  which  dimmed  the  view  waa 
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gradually  clearing  off,  and  she  looked  and  look- 
ed again  for  there  she  plainly  discerned  a  small 
black  speck.  Oh,  the  joy  of  that  hope  springing 
np  iu  her  bosom-^she  hastily  descended  the 
companion  ladder,  and  paused  at  the  door 
of  the  cabin,  the  Captain's  voice  was  raised, 
and  Charlotte  heard  him  read  aloud  the  collect 
of  the  day,  invoking  the  Lord  who  governed 
all  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  to  hear  their 
supplications :  she  felt  to  disturb  them  would 
be  wrong,  so  she  noiselessly  went  into  her 
own  cabin,  took  up  a  telescope,  she  had  seen 
Roland  leave  there  the  day  before,  and  through 
it  looked  at  the  black  speck  on  the  horizon — 
she  could  not  be  mistaken,  it  was  a  ship, 
evidently  a  large  one  too-*- how  her  heart 
throbbed;  she  watched  it  intently,  and  when 
she  heard  the  Captain  ascending  on  deck,  she 
showed  him  the  fulfilment  of  her  promise, 
what  a  cheer  rent  the  air  from  the  manly 
hearts  around  her,  and  many  a  blessing  was 
uttered  for  her  good.  .    . 

B  3 
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The  Bailors  in  this  ship  heard  the  cheeh. 
<Mt  is    a  Spanish    build,''    said  Captaid 
Waring,  and  he  was  rights  before  evening  fell 
the  vessel  had  come  alongside^  and  the  Cap- 
tain of  it  called  out  in  a  strangle  longue* 

'^  What  does  he  say?''  asked  Captain 
Waring 

*^  He  speaks  Spanish,*'  said  Charlotte,  blush- 
ing to  have  to  speak  before  so  many,  **  and  he 
asks  what  we  require — ^if  we  be  in  disstress/' 

^^  Can  you  speak  Spanish,  madam  ?''  asked 
Captain  Waring. 

"  Yes  I  can,"  replied  Charlotte ;  «*  my  mo- 
ther is  a  Spaniard." 

**Then  raise  your  voice,  my  dear  Char*- 
lotte,"  said  Roland,  *'  and  tell  him  of  our 
wishes." 

She^  wishing  to  please  that  husband,  spoke 
loudly.  '^It  is  a  Spanish  vessel,  laden  with 
oil,  going  to  Whitehaven/'  said  Charlotte ; 
'^  he  wishes  to  know  if  his  towing  thiis  vessel 
in,  will  do,  2  he  can    accommodate    some  on 
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board — ^half  a  dozen  he  says,  and  he  has  pro- 
visions enough  if  we  want  any ;  he  says  too 
we  are  now  midway  between  Ireland  and 
England,  in  latitude  fifty-three-and-a-half 
degrees,  and  some  miles/' 

^*  We  have  made  no  way  then  since  Friday 
afternoon^  but  rather  lost  some,''  said  Captain 
Waring/' 

^This  Spanish  Captain,  asks  if  he  can  come 
on  board,"  said  Charlotte. 

"Surely,  surely,"  replied  Captain  Waring, 
f*  tell  him  so  with  pleasure." 

The  fair  interpreter  gave  him  a  welcome  in 
her  mother's  tongue.  How  sweet  is  learning 
in  a  young  woman  guided  by  coipmon  sense. 
Charlotte  related  their  tale  to  the  Spaniard, 
and  Roland  and  she,  Mrs.  Waring,  and  all 
the  merchants  amounting  to  seven,  went  with 
him  on  board  his  vessel.  Captaip  Waring 
would  not  leave  his  vessel,  which  was  taken  in 
tQW|  imd  Tufs^a^  morning  both  ^ntere^  the 
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harbour  of  Whitehaven^  and  they  only  that 
have  felt  the  terrors  of  a  threatened  shipwreck, 
ean  tell  the  delight  of  the  sight  of  land^  and  the 
feelings  that  glo^  within  the  heart  when  they 
tread  terra  firma,  after  the  dangers  of  the  deep 
sea.  They  all  took  a  grateful  farewell  of  the 
Spanish  Captain^  who  presented  Charlotte 
with  an  assortment  of  seeds,  from  her  mo- 
ther's country,  as  he  had  learned  to  call 
Spain,  and  gave  her  some  directions  for  their 
culture. 

Captain  Waring  dined  with  Roland  and 
Charlotte  at  the  hotel,  the  day  they  landed, 
and  in  parting  expressed  his  hope  they  should 
meet  again  in  health  and  happiness,  <<and 
may  every  blessing  attend  you  and  yours, 
my  dear  madam,''  said  he  to  Charlotte,  '^  but 
for  your  cheering  words  and  looks,  many  a 
time  my  heart  would  have  sunk  within  me 
during  our  dangers." 

From  Whitehaven  the    Perciea    proceeded 
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next  morning  to  Carlisle,  by  Cockermouth 
and  Wigton^  and  thence^  as  speedly  as  pos- 
sible, to  Edinburgh. 

Their  leave  of  absence  had  been  exceeded 
by  some  days.  Roland  leaving  Charlotte 
at  the  door  of  their  barrack-quarters,  pro^ 
ceeded  to  the  officer  in  command  to  report 
the  cause  of  his  delay. 

Charlotte  ascended  the  stairs,  wondering 
much  that  Ellen  did  not  make  her  appear- 
ance; at  the  first  landing  she  paused  s  two 
doors  of  their  rooms  were  closed ;  she  tried 
one,  it  was  bolted;  she  tried  the  other  and 
with  no  better  success.  She  heard  a  hasty 
step  on  the  stairs,  and  looking  round,  she  saw 
a  comely  damsel,  curtseying  to  her ;  a  stran- 
ger she  was,  and  she  addressed  her  in  broad 
Scotch.  Where  was  Ellen — ^her  own  maid, 
she  asked,  and  after  some  time  by  repeated 
questionings,  Charlotte  found  she  was  ill — 
dying  of  fever. 

Mrs^  Macfarlane,  the  barrfudc  master's  cool^ 
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had  the  keys  of  the  rooms,  and  Charlotte 
sent  for  her.  Doring  an  iUness  of  one  of  her 
children,  Charlotte  had  been  as  kind  as  she 
could  to  the  sick  child,  and  Mrs.  Macfarlane 
remembered  this,  and  she  was  glad  to  be  able 
to  oblige  Mrs.  Percie. 

Some  days  after  their  departure  for  Mar- 
thorpe  Vicarage,  Charlotte  learned  from  this 
woman^  that  Ellen  had  been  violently  attacked 
by  fever,  and  the  doctor  of  the  regiment  pro- 
nouncing it  a  very  infectious  one,  she  had 
been  removed,  at  once,  to  the  hospital;  and 
their  cook  getting  a  fright — ^hearing  of  the 
inftotion — ^took  her  dqiarturs  for  the  country, 
leaving  the  keys  to  Mrs.  Macfiirlane.  Char* 
lotte  opened  her  rooms,  hoping  to  see  them 
in  as  nice  order  as  she  had  left  them,  for 
she  remembered  that  more  than  once  her 
husband  had  complained  of  the  want  oi  com* 
fort  and  want  of  attention  to  order  in  some  of 
the  hotels  they  had  stopped  at. 

In  their  aitting  room  the  carpet  was  off. 
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the  chairs  and  tables  all  in  disorder,  an  abun- 
dance of  soot  had  tumbled  down  the  chimney^ 
and  the  room  felt  damp  and  cold  from  want 
of  air  or  fire*  <«  Oh,  this  is  dreadful^^  thought 
Charlotte :  ^^poor  Ellen  was,  I  suppose,  inten* 
ding  to  have  it  so  well  arranged,  for  my 
return ;''  but  she  did  not  stop  to  consider 
long,  aided  by  Fibbie,  her  new  maid,  who 
understood  not  the  half  that  was  said  to  her^ 
Charlotte  managed  to  get  a  fire  blazing  in  the 
grate,  the  carpet  was  laid,  the  furniture  set 
in  order,  and  Charlotte  sat  down  quite  fa- 
tigued, to  look  at  the  result  of  her  labours. 
The  evening  had  grown  into  night,  and  she 
fancied  the  room  looked  as  comfortable  as 
ever..  Some  one  knocked  at  the  door,  she  ran 
to  open  it,  fteling  certain  it  was  Roland :  it 
was  only  Major  Manuing^s  servant,  to  say 
Mr.  Percie  remained  to  dine  with  his  master. 
Charlotte  would  not  allow  herself  to  be  sorry  ; 
she  had  nothing  comfortable  for  her  husband, 
and  was  delighted  he  would  have  some  enjoy-^ 
b5 
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ment,  and  her  dinner,  such  as  Mrs*  Maefar^ 
lane  had  assisted  Fibbie  in  hastily  preparing^ 
was  soon  finished.  By  her  assistance,  a  cook 
was  hired,  and  Fibbie  kept  as  her  assistant^ 
and  when  both  rooms  were  well  arranged^ 

Charlotte  sent  for  Doctor  M ,  the  doctor 

of  the  regiment*  From  him  she  learned  that 
poor  Ellen  had  been  reduced  to  the  very  vei^ 
of  the  grave,  by  a  dreadful  fever* 

^'She  had  raved  incessantly  of  her  dear 
young  mistress,''  he  said^  '^she  had  quite  re^ 
covered  her  senses,  but  was  too  ill  to  leave 
her  bed,''  and  the  doctor  in  reply  lo  Char- 
letters  wish  to  see  her,  said  it  would  be  worse 
than  folly  to  put  herself  in  the  way  of  infec^ 
tion,  that  she  could  do  no  good, — that  every 
care  had  been  and  would  be  taken  of  Ellen. 
"  And  Mrs.  Percie,'*  added  he, "  if  you  have 
no  fear  for  yourself,  have  some  for  your  hus- 
band ;"  he  possessed  penetration  enough  to 
have  discovered  the  young  wife's  love  for  that 
husbands 
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Very  much  fatigued  from  all  her  exertions, 
Charlotte  was  soon  fast  asleep, .  and  when  Ro- 
land entered  her  room,  her  sleep  was  so  deep, 
he  did  not  disturb  her,  and  it  was  well  he  did 
not,  for  he  was  intoxicated.  Major  Manning, 
a  very  gay  officer,  had  urged  him  to  drink 
deeply,  and  next  mpming  Charlotte  waited 
two  hours  for  him^  at  the  breakfast  table, 
a  severe  head  ache  kept  him  late  in  bed« 
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CHAPTER  IL 


A  WEEK  had  passed  on^  and  several  nights  cf 
it  Roland  went  out  after  dinner^  and  did  not 
return  until  a  late  hour.  One  morning  after 
breakfast  he  told  Charlotte  that  Mrs.  Mannuig^ 
at  whose  house  he  drank  tea  the  night  before^ 
said  she  intended  calling  on  her  that  day  to 
ask  her  to  spend  that  evening  with  her,  as 
she  expected  some  very  musical  friends. 

*^  And  do  you  wish  me  to  go,  Roland  ?"  en- 
quired Charlotte. 
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«  Certainly,"  replied  he,  **  PU  go  with  you, 
the  Maankigs  keep  a  very  pleasant  house, 
and  this  town  is  just  now  confoundedly  dull. 

Mis.  Manning  called  at  a  late  hour.  Char- 
lotte had  formerly  been  slightly  acquainted  with 
her  and  she  accepted  the  invitation  to  please  her 
husband.  Major  Manning,  a  younger  son  of  a 
rich  London  merchant,hating  the  unaristocratic 
profession  of  his  father,  entered  the  army  at  an 
early  age,  and  spent  the  most  part  of  his  life  in 
foreign  climes.  In  India,  where  he  passed 
many  years,  he  imbibed  a  taste  for  dissipation, 
and  getting  involved  in  pecuniary  difficulties, 
was  glad  to  free  himself  from  them  by  mar- 
rying an  heiress,  whose  fortune  was  her  sole 
merit  in  his  eyes.  This  lady  had  left  Scotland, 
her  native  land,  when  young ;  her  father  had 
obtained  a  situation  of  great  emolument  in 
Calcutta,  and  was  glad  to  find  a  way  of  pro- 
viding for  his  large  family.  A  few  years  in 
India  left  him  only  one  daughter  to  leave  his 
riches  to.    She  was  rather  elderly  when  Major 
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Manning  proposed  for  her,  and  she  having  s# 
many  years  been  her  own  mistress,  accepted 
him,  but  conditionally :  he  was  to  leave  the 
army  and  settle  in  Scotland,  and  her  father 
was  to  live  with  them^  Very  joyfully  Major 
Manning  acceded  to  her  wishes.  They  were 
married,  and  left  India ;  but  ere  they  reached 
England  her  father  had  died,  and  in  Edin- 
burgh they  settled.  He  resolved  to  enjoy  her 
thousands^  and  she  sighing  for  that  easy  con- 
trol and  delightfully  indolent  life  she  had  quit- 
ted, determined  to  lead  as  gay  a  life  as  she 
could. 

'^  Tou  play  on  the  harp,  Mrs.  Percie,  I  per- 
ceive,''  said  Major  Manning,  addressing  Char- 
lotte, and  glancing  at  her  instrument  whea 
they  rose  to  take  leave. 

'*I  am  passionately  fond  of  music,''  said 
Mrs.  Manning,  languidly.  ^'My  next  door 
neighbours,  the  Russells,  who  are  all  mu« 
sicians,  have  promised  to  come  to-night  and 
send  in  their  harp.*' 
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**  We  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  hearing  you 
play,  then,  Mrs.  Percie/'  observed  the  Major/*" 
''  unless,  like  children,  you  can  only  read  in 
your  own  book,  or  play  on  your  own  harp. 

^^  I  am  but  an  indifferent  performer  on  either 
my  own  or  others'  harps,"  said  Charlotte^ 
gaily. 

*^  You  must  let  your  hearers  judge,  my  dear 
Charlotte,*'  exclaimed  Roland,  <^and  then  if 
any  agree  in  your  opinion,  I  will  arraign  them 
as  false  witnesses." 

**At  nine  we  shall  expect  you,"  said  the 
Major  to  Roland,  who  accompanied  them  to 
the  door. 

'^Charlotte  you  must  take  particular  care 
of  your  toilette  to-night,"  said  Roland  to  her» 
as  they  sat  together  after  dinner,  ^^  and  remem-^ 
ber  to  play  and  sing  when  you  are  asked." 

"Yes,  to  please  you,  my  dear  husband,'* 
answered  she  sweetly. 

**  That  is  what  you  are  always  trying  to  do^ 
»iy  love,"  said  Roland  fondly,  **  and  to-night 
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I  wish  you  to  excel'' — ^tbis  was  enough  to. 
urge  Charlotte  to  use  her  best  energies. 

At  Major  Manning's,  as  they  ascended  the 
stairs,  Charlotte  distinguished  his  voice,  saying 
to  a  servant:  *' remember,  Peter^  you  bring 
plenty  of  wine  to  my  room  when  I  ring  for 
coals." 

She  thought  nothing  of  it  at  tlie  time,  but 
she  recollected  it  afterwards. 

In  the  drawing-room  were  assembled  several 
persons,  Mrs.  Manning  was  recUning  in  an 
easy  chair,  and  by  her  were  seated  four 
strangers,  whom  she  introduced  to  Charlotte 
as  her  musical  friends.  Miss  Lambert — Miss. 
Annalda  Lambert-«-their  brothers,  Mr.  AUegri 
Lambert,  and  Mr.  Corelli  Lambert — four 
very  grave  looking  personages,  who  looked  as. 
if  they  thought  mirth  and  music  did  not 
suit* 

^  You  have  been  in  Italy,  madam,  of 
course  V  said  Mr.  AUegri  Lambert,,  addressings 
Chariotte  in  very  solemn  accents.. 
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«  NcYcr/'  replied  Charlotte. 

''Miseria  me  giammai,^  ezdaimed  Mist 
Lambert. 

'' Ahi !  Bellissima  ItaKa,''  s^hed  Miss  An- 
nalda. 

^  Land  of  magic^  realizing  the  brightest 
day-dreams  of  the  young  enthusiast/*  said  Mr. 
Corelli  Lambertj  slapping  his  breast  majesti- 
cally. 

^  And  don't  you  long  to  visit  this  beautiful 
Italy — this  land  of  music  ?*  asked  Mr.  Al- 
legri. 

<*  I  should  enjoy  a  tour  through  it  exceed- 
ingly I  am  sure/^  replied  Charlotte.    ^  How 
long  did  you  remain  there  V 

**  Remain  there,''  said  Mr.  AUegri,  ^  it  was 
our  home  since  our  childhood's  days.  We 
grew  beneath  its  beautiful  skies — ^we  imbibed 
a  love  for  its  beauteous  arts — its  soul-felt 
music,  with  our  growth. — How  cold— how  de« 
void  of  feeling  seem  the  stndna  of  this  land, 
after  our  beautiful  Italy— ^its  music— oh,  how 
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diviae  !  in  it  indeed  breathes  the  soul  of  har- 
mony— the  dull,  tame  sounds  of  other  lands, 
how  they  sicken  after  it." 

*'  Mrs.  Manning  told  us  you  were  a  musi- 
cian»  she  must  mistake,"  said  Miss  Lam- 
bert. 

Charlotte  only  smiled. 

"  In  Italy  alone,"  pursued  she,  "  can  the 
science  be  caught  in  its  purity  and  perfection. 
We  have  been  at  concerts  in  London,  such 
attempts  at  singing — >Oimd — Vi  ricordite  voi 
sorella  mia?"  asked  she  of  her  sisters.  At 
the  Italian  Opera  alone  we  could  exist.  Were 
you  there  Mrs.  Percie  ?*' 

"  Once  only,"  answered  Charlotte. 

Then  the  sisters  talked  together  in  Italian, 
wondered  at  Charlotte's  never  having  travelled 
"—one  thought  her  pretty,  the  other  did 
not/' 

<'  How  I  pity  you,  madam,''  said  Corelli 
Lambert,  **  for  having  never  tasted  the  sweets 
ofltaUanlife.'* 
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'^  You  should  envy  me  too/'  said  Charlotte, 
''  for  having  so  much  pleasure  before  me,  and 
every  pleasure  you  know  pleases  with  ad- 
ditional force  from  its  novelty/' 

The  sisters  continuing  their  discourse,  be* 
gan  to  remark  very  freely  on  Roland. 

Mrs.  Manning  had  left  their  circle,  and 
Charlotte  was  the  only  stranger  among  the 
family  group. 

^'  Perhaps  it  is  right.  Miss  Lam^bert/'  said 
she,  gently,  ^'to  tell  you,  I  understand 
Italian.*' 

The  ladies  looked  surprised,  but  not  at  all 
disconcerted. 

^  He  is  your  husband,  is  he  not  ?'^  said 
Miss  Annalda — *^  therefore  you  may  laugh  at 
it." 

<<  He  is  my  husband,"  replied  Charlotte, 
gravely,  and  very  glad  was  she  when  the 
quartett  took  their  departure  to  exhibit  their 
musical  powers.  They  had  fine  voices  cer- 
tainly, and  seemed  very  well  taught ;  but  all 
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their  gesticulations^  Charlotte  thought  quite 
unnecessary. 

^  Oh,  gi'  me  a  bonnie  Scotch  ballad,'^  said 
an  old  Scotch  lady  near  Charlotte.  '*  I  dinna 
compreehend  this  outlandish  talk — ^they  were 
fair  sousy  lassies  when  they  went  abroad,  but 
they're  a  most  demented  noo  wi*  their  airs 
and  graces.'' 

^  They  were  many  years  in  Italy,  were  they 
not  ?''  said  Charlotte. 

"  They  were  twa  in  Italy,  and  twa  in 
France,'^  replied  the  Scotch  lady  quickly — and 
noo  they  ca'  themselves  naturaleezed  Italians,^ 
and  the  old  lady  chuckled. 

Mrs.  Manning  now  advanced,  and  begged 
Charlotte  would  favour  them  with  some 
music 

^  What  shall  it  be,  dear  Roland  ?''  whisper, 
pcted  Charlotte,  en  passani  with  him  to  the 
piano. 

'*  Tour  prettiest  Scotch  ballad,  in  honour  of 
our  hostess'a  country,*' replied  he;  ''an4  ex- 
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ert  yoursdf^  dear  Charlotte^  for  my  sake/'  and 
he  led  her  to  the  piaDO.  With  all  hef  might 
did  she  strive  to  please  him,  and  a  rapturous 
encore  applauded  her  efforts. 

'^Tou  must  not  leave  the  piano  so  soon, 
dear  Mrs.  Perde/*  said  Mrs.  Manning,  roused 
to  unwonted  energy  by  hearing  strains  she 
remembered  in  her  childhood,  given  forth  so 
beautifully. 

Charlotte  sang  another  Scotch  air — ^tben  an 
Irish  melody. 

Roland  stood  near  her,  encouraging  her 
on. 

^^Will  you  not  favour  us  with  an  Italian 
song  V*  asked  Miss  Lambert,  who  felt  some* 
what  jealous  of  Charlotte's  vocal  powers,  and 
hoped  in  this  to  eclipse  her. 

'*Sbe  will,  certainly,**  replied  Roland,  an* 
sweiing  for  her.  *'  We  will  sing  that  duet  my 
mother  so  much  admires  Charlotte^''  said 
he,  and  they  sang  one  then  highly  admired. 
— She    had   learned    Italian    from    the  best 
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masters  in  Paris>  and  her  early  knowledge  of 
Spanish  gave  her  a  facility  for  it.  The  Miss 
Lamberts  were  secretly  astonished  at  her  pro- 
nunciation. 

Mr.  Allegri  complimented  her  on  it,  and 
Mr.  Corelii  asked  if  any  of  her  relatives  were 
Italians. 

*' None/' she  said;  "her  mother  was  Spa- 
nish," 

^*  Oh !  I  knew,  senza  dubbio,  you  had  some 
southern  blood  in  your  veins,"  exclaimed  he, 
and  for  the  rest  of  the  night  he  was  highly 
elated  by  his  own  superior  sagacity. 

The  Miss  Russels  performed  after  Charlotte, 
who  quitted  the  piano  with  great  delight ;  she 
looked  round  for  Roland,  and  saw  Major 
Manning  in  the  doorway,  beckoning  to  him, 
and  they  both  left  the  room  together.  The 
old  Scotch  lady  advanced,  and  seated  herself 
near  her,  thanking  her  repeatedly  for  the 
**  sweet  bonnie  ballad.'* 

'^  It  touched  my  auld  heart,^  said  she,  ^^  and 
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\>rought  before  my  c*en  the  winsome  blitheful 
days  laiig  ago :  when  I  was  merry  and  young,  I 
lost  mony  and  mony  a  dear  freend  since ;  but 
the  song  of  '  Add  lang  syne,'  is  pleasant  to 
those  that  are  left. — It  'minds  us  of  happi- 
mess/' 

Charlotte  thought  of  those  beautiful  lines  of 
Moore's — a  favourite  song  it  was  of  her*s— one 
she  had  sung  many  a  time  at  home : 


"  When  thro'  life  unblest  we  roVA, 
Losing  all  that  made  life  dear. 
Should  some  notes  we  used  to  love 
In  days  of  boyhood  meet  our  ear. 
Oh !  how  welcome  breathes  the  strain  1 
Wakening  thoughts  that  long  have  slept  * 
Kindling  former  smiles  again. 
In  ^ed  eyes  that  long  have  wept  !** 


An  hour  passed  on  and  Roland  did  not 
make  his  appearance,  refreshments  came 
in. 

*^  Where  is  your  mastery  Peter,"  asked  Mrs^ 
Manning. 
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*^  tn  his  own  room>  ma'am,  playing  earda," 
answered  he 

Charlotte  heard  the  dialogue. 

^^  Oh,''  said  the  lady  shrugging  her  shoulders, 
'^  tell  him  I.  want  him  directly/' 

The  refreshments  were  nearly  finished  when 
they  re*-appeared.  Roland's  face  looked 
flushed — ^the  Major's  if  possible  more  bilious 
looking  than  ever — and  at  all  times  it  looked 
extremely  so.  '^Pardon  my  delay,  dear 
Senna,"  said  he,  to  his  lady,  <^but,"  added 
he  more  lowly,  ^'  Percie,  would  not  let  me 
move,  there  I  was  chained  to  the  table  through 
politeness  to  him." 

Charlotte  very  nen^ously  watched  Roland, 
she  saw  him  drink  several  glasses  of  wine, 
aiid  the  first  of  the  company  that  rose  to 
move  she  very  gladly  followed. 

*^  We  shall  often  have  the  honor  I  hope  of 
seeing  you,  Mrs.  Percie,"  said  the  Majors 
handing  her  down  stairB-— '^  Mrs.  Manning  was 
charmed  with  your  song." 
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'    "  She  is  my  own  sweet  wife,"  said  Roland, 
taking  her  ann  and  squeezing  it  vehement- 

She  trembled — she  feared  he  must  have 
drank  too  much. 

**0h,  bravo — bravissimo,  ecco  U  marito  di 
gufo,^  exclaimed  the  soft  tones  of  Mr.  Allegri 
Lambert^s  voice. 

**What  does  the  puppy  say,  Chralotte?" 
asked  Roland  eagerly ;  ^*  I'll  make  him  eat 
his  words.*' 

^^  For  my  sake,  my  dearest  Roland,  come  on, 
and  take  no  notice,''  urged  Charlotte  terrified ; 
*'  don't  mind — it  is  not  of  the  slightest  conse- 
quence^come— do  come,''  and  she  tried  to 
draw  him  on. 

Major  Manning  had  left  them. 

^Guarddteoi  b^n  da  luij^  said  Miss  Lam- 
bert, sneering. 

*^  Egli  i  un  poco  briUo/'  said  Mr.  Corelli 
Lambert. 

How  felt    Charlotte — her  idolized   Roland, 

VOL.    II.  c 
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to  be  sneered  at,  but  Aensrgoi,  him  on,  and 
thej  gamed  their  rooms  safely. 

^  Dear-^;ood  Charlotte^"  hiccupped  Bolaod^ 
^VH  give  yon  something  piettj  to-monow-^ 
I  won  to-night  £SOr 

^  In  so  shorta  tim^**  thought  she:  ^Oh,  if 
they  teaeh  him  to  gamUe.^ 


rum  BUMPBICKNT*  37 


CHAPTER  in. 


Aptbr  breakfiMty  Rolandy  true  to  hit  promisey 
went  out,  and  at  the  best  shop  then  in  Edin- 
burgh, he  bought  his  wife  a  beautiful  cashmere 
shawl^  for  which  he  unhesitatingly  paid  £20^ 
and  he  placed  it  gracefully  on  her  shoulders; 
Chariotte  was  woman  enough  to  fed  glad 
of  the  possession  of  such  a  shawl«-^though  she 
gently  chided  Rdand  for  his  unnecessary  ex- 
travagance. 

c  S 
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A  week  passed^  and  Ellen  was  suffici'* 
ently  recovered  to  leave  the  hospital^  Cbar« 
lotte^  with  some  money  she  had  for  dress^ 
hired  a  small  lodging  for  her  at  Leith,  and 
sent  her  there  to  regain  her  strength. 

One  fine  afternoon^  Charlotte  walked  with 
Roland  towards  Arthur's  seat,  on  the  way  they 
met  two  very  fine  looking  young  men,  one, 
after  looking  very  intently  at  Charlotte,  took 
off  his  hat  most  respectfully,  she  bowed  and 
blushed  most  deeply  as  she  did  so. 

**  Where  did  you  know  that  young  noble- 
man V*  asked  Roland,  '*  he  has  certain- 
ly brought  a  bright  bloom  to  your 
cheeks." 

'^  My  dear  father  introduced  me  to  him  at 
my  only  ball  in  Edinburgh — and  he  is  a  college 
frjend  of  my  beloved  Henry's.*' 

**  And  he  reminds  you  of  your  elopement — 
aye,"  said  Roland. 

^  Yes,"  said  Charlotte^  **  he  was  very  good* 
natured   to    me  that  night.      Tour    farewell 
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words  made  my  heart  beat  so — I  believe  I  be- 
came rather  faint,  and  he  supplied  me  libe- 
rally with  wine  and  water." 

^'  And  many  kind  words  I  have  no  doubt,'' 
said  Roland  with  a  sneer. 

"  He  was  too  young  for  that/'  replied  Char- 
lotte, ^and  if  he  had,  I  doubt  much  whether  I 
should  have  noticed  them,  for  my  thoughts 
were  dl  engrossed  by  you.'' 

^*  Tour  recollection  of  him  is  very  accurate 
at  any  rate,"  sud  Roland*  Walking  on  for 
sometime  in  silence  unbroken  till  they  met 
Major  Manning,  who  accosted  them  in  a  very 
friendly  manner. 

<^Will  you  do  a  kind  thing,  Percie,"  said 
he  to  Roland,  '^  and  come  dine  with  me  to-day 
at  six ;  I  expect  a  few  young  men,  among 
them  Lord  Adrian  Wilsony  a  cousin  of  Mrs. 
Manning'8--^that  is/'  said  he  laughingly, .  '<  if 
Mrs.  Percie  will  give  you  leave."  He  feared 
her  gentle  influence  over  her  husband,  and  he 
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^Ictemined  to  ridicule  him  out  of  it  fcr  hk 
ownpurpoMft. 

<^  Mrs.  Verde  is  I  assure  jeu,  deligl&ted  her 
husbsad  should  enjo7  himsel^*^  said  Charlotte 
sweetly. 

^^  rU  join  your  party.  Major/'  replied  Ro- 
landy  ^*  with  many  thanks,  and  111  gire  yoa 
your  reyenge  if  you  please.'' 

The  Major  smiled  meaningly  at  Chariotte 
and  cantered  o£ 

'^Will  you  foigive  me,  dearest  Bdand,'' 
ssid  Charlotte,  <' if  I  offer  one  little  pieoe  of 
advice.** 

**  Certainly,''  answered  he,  now  in  high 
hamour^*^  you  know  Ustening  does  not  com» 
pel  me  to  follow  it." 

^'Ifesr/'saidaMirhitte,  yery  gently,  «Ma» 
jor  Manning  is  a  professed  gambler."  She 
told  the  stoiy  of  the  wine  and  wntrr  <sdding, 
*<  take  oars  then,  and  do  not  let  him  make  you 
either  drink  daqdy,   or  play  deeplj^^l  am 
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afiraid  he  setmft  determiDed  to  make  you  do 
both.*' 

^Upon  my  word^  considering  your  age  and 
eqierienoe  in  the  worlds  Mrs.  Peieie,''  feaid 
Roland  aarcasticaliy^  ^<yon  qpeak  with  w<m- 
derfixl  knowledge  of  life^  and  a  prudence  beycmd 
your  year^*-beoaute  a  man  ia  hospitaUe  and 
allows  you  to  amuae  younelf  at  his  house, 
playing  cards— «nd  moreover^  allows  you  to 
win  his  moncgr  fairly  and  honestly—- he  is  a 
proftssed  gambler-^really  your  aagaoity  does 
infinite  credit  to  those  who  brought  you  up—- 
who  taught  you  such  a  distrust  of  society, 
you  ought  to  become  apublic  corrector  of  men 
andmanner^andall  the  d>u8es  that  hate  crq[>t 
into  society  at  large*— your  parentd  may  well 
be  proud  of  you.'' 

^  Alas  t  they  have  no  reason  to  be  so/' 
said  Charlotte,  in  a  low  Toioe,--r4i  tear  trem- 
bling in  her  eye. 

^'Qhn  d^iresiiy  yoi4 ^re l^eiMrtily  aony  yoi^ 
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left  them  to  many  me/^  said  Roland  bit- 
terly. 

'^  Roland^  you  well  know  my  love  for  you, 
did  I  not  regret  my  undatiful  conduct  to  my 
parents,  you  would  I  hope  be  the  first  to 
condemn  me/' 

Their  walk  ended  in  silence,  and  Charlotte 
saw  him  depart  for  Major  Manning's,  with  a 
sorrowful  heart;  not  one  kind  word  did  he 
say  to  her  before  he  went,  and  she  sat  alone 
that  long,  long  evening  by  her  lonely  fire  side, 
her  thoughts  despite  her,  wandering  to  her 
home — ^her  happy  cheerful  home — and  the 
kind  faces  that  beamed  on  her  around  its 
merry  hearth,  in  days  passed  and  gone ;  and 
she  had  left  them  all  for  one — tears,  plenti- 
ful tears,  relieved  her.  The  dreary  night 
came  on,  blowing  and  wet,  and  Charlotte 
could  not  sleep — ^four  o'clock  had  chimed, 
and  she  dozed,  she  was  awakened  by  seeing  a 
light  in  her  room — she  looked  out — she  saw 
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Roland  standing  with  his  back  to  her — he  was 
busy  examining  her  drawers,  and  she  saw 
him  draw  out  the  shawl  he  had  bought  her, 
which  she,  so  valuing,  had  carefully  folded  up 
in  two  wrappers — he  took  it  out — closed  the 
drawer,  and  placed  the  shawl  in  his  trunk. 
Charlotte  feigned  sleep. 

Their  morning  meeting  was  cold  on  Roland*s 
part — on  Charlotte's,  the  same  as  ever;  he 
spent  the  day  out,  and  returned  only  to  dress 
for  dinner — ^telling  Charlotte  coldly  he  was 
engaged  out"— only  one  evening  during  the 
following  month  did  he  remain  at  home,  and 
then  he  was  busy  writing  letters.  Charlotte 
tried  to  continue  invariably  sweet  and  kind  in 
her  manners  towards  him,  and  occasionally 
he  would  repay  her  efforts  by  a  smile,  or  a 
word — but  she  thought  he  sometimes  looked 
almost  unhappy. 

The  day  after  the  scene  of  the  shawl  she  was  sit- 
ting alone,  when  a  messenger  asked  to  see  her; 
c  5 
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he  WM  acRt  irom  tiie  ahop  wh^re  til*  dbairlhai 

Viiid  the  shQp*mw«^-<^har]ette  sodded  her 
hmL**-^- And  the  mooey  that  waa  paid  hat 
week  for  it  al)  refttUided,  as.  you  did  oot  like 
it.  Qo  lool^ing  oyer  it  wt  find  one  staio^  wbijcb 
we  nuat  get  aome  compeoaation  for-rrr-you  did 
not  wear  it,  madam  V* 

*^Jio,  air/^  replied  Charlotte;  *^andl  am 
auxpriaec^  how  it  could  get  ataugted-r— What  ia 
the  amount  you  require  ?'^ 

He  named  a  aum.. 

^<  Fll  pay  you  that  directly/' aaid  Gharlptte,. 
and  ahe  aought  her  almoat  empty  purse^  gave 
him  the  money,  begging  there  might  be  nothing, 
more  aaid  about  it.^ 

On  the  following  Sunday,  at  prayers^  Char-, 
lotte  recognised  her  shawl  on  a  middle-aged 
lady^^thia  same  lady  she  afterwards  saw  step 
into  a  coronet^  can^iige^  in  which  was  l^prd 
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AdriiaB  Wilaon.  She  envied  her  not  its  po8« 
sesttion^  but  she  sighed  to  think  how  her  hus- 
band had  deceived  her. 
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CHAPTER  IV^ 


I  If  a  small^  comfortably-furnifihed  room,  in 
Major  Manning's  house,  sat  Roland  Percie, 
Major  Manning,  and  a  friend  of  the  latter^s,  a 
Mr.  Winstanley.  On  a  table  near  them  was 
a  nicely-arranged  supper,  of  which  the  two 
latter  seemed  to  eat  with  great  relish,  but 
Roland,  though  he  had  some  wild-fowl  on  his 
plate,  had  scarcely  touched  it. 

^^  You  have  played  in  very  bad  luck,  these  last 
few  nights,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Major  Man* 
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niog,  addressing  Roland ;  **  but  courage,  ^  never 
venture,  never  win/  you  know ;  we  can  have 
a  trial  of  luck,  at  a  low  rate,  when .  we  have 
refreshed  ourselves — jovl  don't  eat  or  drink 
though.  Come  Winnie,''  added  he,  to  his 
friend,  ^'another  piece  of  this  very  fine  fowl/' 

*'  I  don't  intend  to  venture  again,'*  said  Ro- 
land, ^^  until  I  have  paid  my  debts  to  you/' 

'^Oh,  nonsense,"  said  the  Major,  gaily. — 
^'What  signifies  a  few  pounds  between 
friends/' 

'^  But  a  few  hundreds  of  pounds  do,"  re- 
plied Roland;  and  after  supper  he  returned 
home.  He  entered  his  sitting-room,;  on  the 
table  were  two  letters  for  him — he  snatched 
them  up-^one  he  eagerly  opened ;  it  was  from 
the  banker  in  London,  enclosing  bills  to  the 
amount  of  £3500,  as  he  had  desired — his  poor 
wife's  fortune, — and  £2000  of  this  alone,  he 
owed  Major  Manning — in  one  short  six  weeks  I 
the  other  letter  wa3  from  from  Barton^  merely 
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eongratuhting  them  on  their  aeeape.  8ld« 
knd  felt  a  shaddering — ^he  wotdd  pa3r  thit. 
debt — but  then  he  wouU  mdeem  ity  far  lack 
eould  not  always  farotif  Major  MMniog,  and 
hia  wife,  and  their  children,  if  tbejr  had  ikemf 
should  not  suflfer  from  his  faidt  What  fiital 
reasoning — how  often  the  same  has  urged  one^ 
on.  ^*  We  shall  try  onpe  again^  and  n^aim  onr 
tosses;'' — rthe  once  becomes  many  times — 
the  losses  increase  instead  of  diminisyng— ^ 
ruin  cornea  before  ere  we  awake  &om.  our  in*- 
Situation. 

Before  nooanext  day  Bpbnd  had  discharged 
his  debts., 

^^  He  i»  a  better  pgeon  than.  1  thcmght  at 
first,"  was  Major  Manning^  inward  gacuta^ 
tion,  on  receiving  the  money.  ^  Til  leaiM  him 
for  a  while-^I*U.try  Lord  Adiian  now.^ 

Roland  iieturned  honM^.determkied,  howtver». 
not  to  leave  him.  €harbtle  waa  working 
busily  when  he  entered;  she  waa  deadly  pal^ 
be  thought^  and  a  pang  smote  him  a9  ho* 
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looked  at  her:  »he  was  embroidering  a  waist- 
coat for  him,  aad  love  ui^d  on  her  needle 
fast. 

<'  I  am  so  glad  you  are  come,  Roland/*  said 
she,  '<for  I  want  to  show  you  a  note,  I  just 
now  received — ^an  invitation  to  a  grand  sub- 
scription ball,  to  be  given  by  the  young  gen- 
tlemai  in  Edinbui^h,  to  the  ladies — ^you  will 
tell  me  what  to  say.'' 

**  You  have  cwoly  te  say  you  accept  the  in- 
vitation, Chariotte,''  said  Roland,  seating  him- 
self near  her;  **of  course  1*11  be  a  subscriber 
too,  and  you  nwst  get  a  veiy  handsome  dress. 
|6r  the  occasioo.^ 

She  thought  of  the  shawl;  she  had'  never 
m«itioned  it  to  her  husbajid.  *^  Indeed,  my 
dear  Roland,''  said  she,  softly,  ^  I  do  not  need 
any  addition  to  my  wardrobe ;  I  have  three- 
good  baU  dresses." 

^'But  youll  get  another  to  please  mcj^ 
Charlotte^''  and  he  opened  his  pocket  book, 
and  gave  h^r  a  JB20  note,  io.  doing  so,  several^ 
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bank  bills  fell  out,  and  Charlotte  became  a 
shade  paler,  as  she  took  the  money  hesita- 
tingly, and  a  tear,  despite  her,  rolled  down 
her  cheek. 

Roland  observed  her  agitation,  and  he  drew 
her  gently  towards  him.  '^Tou  are  not  well, 
I  fear,  dear  Lotta,''  said  he,  kindly. 

*'I  am,  now,  my  dear  husband,'^  replied 
she,  ^<  but  last  night  I  was  a  little  ill/' 

**  Come,"  said  he,  "  write  the  answer  to  this 
note,  and  then  we  will  choose  the  dress.'' 

How  brightly  beautiful  Charlotte  looked 
during  that  walk ! 

Without  any  invitation,  that  evening  Ro- 
land entered  Major  Manning's  house>  and  he 
found  Lord  Adrian  Wilson,  and  a  young 
friend  of  bis^  seated  at  the  tea  table,  with 
Mrs.  Manning ;  her  husband  sat  near  the  fire, 
speaking  confidentially  to  his  friend,  Win- 
stanley ;  he  started  a  little  on  seeing  Roland, 
and  winked  at  Winstanley,  saying  in  a  whis*- 
per,  ^'  our  plan  won't  do  to-night,^'  and  he 
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saluted  Roland  with  great  warmth^  sayings 
^  I  was  just  meditating  sending  an  embassy 
to  you,  to  come  and  join  our  little  coterie*, 
In  honour  I  must  give  you  revenge/' 

After  tea,  Mrs,  Manning  produced  a  back- 
gammon table,  and  Lord  Adrian's  friend  sat 
down  as  her  adversaiy.  .  The  gentlemen  ad- 
journed to  the  Major's  room,  and  Lord  Ad- 
rian went  too,  though  uninvited. 

<<  Do  you  wish  to  play  with  us?"  asked  the 
Major. 

**1  never  play  any  game  of  hazard  for 
money,"  replied  he,  gaily ;  and  turning  to  Ro- 
land, he  said,  ^^  once,  three  years  ago  now,  at 
college,  I  played  and  lost  double  my  year's, 
pocket  money;  your  brother.in-law,  Henry, 
extricated  me  from  my  difficulties,  for  had  the 
masters  known  of  my  gambling,  I  should  have 
been  expelled,  and  in  gratitude  for  my  deliver- 
ance, I  made  a  vow  never  to  play  for  money,, 
and  I  have  not  broken  it  yet^  nor  shall  I,  I  hope.'^ 

'<  A    very    childish    proceeding,    my  dear. 
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Loidy*  said  Mmjor  Miuming;  ^  curds  are  » 
very  agreeable  paatimey  Sn  a  winter's  eyeniag 
— yon  had  better  lay  aside  your  resolve^  and 
join  us. — ^We  will  play  very  moderately.*^ 

^  Oh,  no  f  Major  Mtfining;  I  wiH  look  on 
*— that  will  amuse  me  suftciently.^ 

Roland  and  the  Mmjpt  commenced.  The 
latter  named  a  stake  so  law,  that  Boland,  quite 
despairing  of  retrieving  his  losses,  ezdahn- 
ed: 

^*Oh!  Major;  remember  what  I  have  lost. 
We  never  played  so  low  before.^ 

<^It  is  in  consideratian  of  your  ksses,  my 
dear  Perde,  that  I  am  thus  moderate,  but  III 
be  guided  by  yon. 

Bobmd  named  a  stake  iriiioh  made  Lord 
Adrian  start — so  high  did  it  seem  to  him. 

Major  Manning  had  caugbt  a  glimpse  of  the 
contents  of  the  pocket  book,  and  he  played 
accordingly ;  he  knew  Roland  now  sufficiently, 
and  he  allowed  him  to  rise  that  night,  bcm 
the  table,  a  winner  of  some  pounds. 
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'  It  appeared  almost  inertdilde  to  Lord  Ad- 
tian^  bow  two  gentlemen,  for  their  own 
aumaement,  could  play  ao  high. 

In  saying  good  night,  the  Major  whispered 
to  Roland,  ^  TU  be  ready  for  you,  every  night 
you  please/' 

During  the  week  before  the  ball,  Roland 
had  added  £500  more  to  his  losses. 

The  ball  night  arrived,  and  Charlotte  dres« 
sed  herself  with  great  care  to  please  her  bus- 
band.-*-Her  dress,  his  choice,  a  rich  black 
velvet,  became  her  extremely;  she  wore  the 
pearls,  her  dear  parents'  gifts  on  her  first  ball 
mght. 

During  her  toilette,  Roland  came  into  the 
sitting  room,  and  feeling  tired,  for  he  had 
had  several  nights  of  fatigue,  he  stretched 
himself  on  the  sofa,  and  was  soon  fast 
asleep. 

Chaitotte  entered,  not  knowing  he  waa 
there,  but  seeing  him,  she  put  out  the  candle 
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she  had  in  her  hand^  and  by  the  fire  light 
looked  at  the  letters  that  had  juBt  come; 
there  was  an  official  document  for  Roland; 
she  looked  at  it  eagerly ^—rperhaps  it  was  his 
promotion  which  he  had  expected  so  long; 
if  it  were^  the  gazette^  in  the  London  paper 
would  tell :  she  opened  the  paper,  and  there 
she  found  her  loved  husband  promoted  to  be  a 
Captain;  she  lighted  her  candle,  she  could 
not  wait  to  have  him  awake^  to  tell  the  news^ 
and  she  gently  bent  down  and  kissed  his 
forehead,  he  started,  and  half  sleepily  exclaim-t 
ed: 

*^Oh!  I  thought  I  had  won  back  all  my 
losses  ;^'  he  stared  at  Charlotte,  his  expression 
had  palsied  her  words  of  joy  and  congratula-. 
tion.  ^'Tou  are  dressed  Charlotte,  I  seci" 
said  he,  sitting  up. 

'^  And  you  are  a  Captain,  dearest  Roland ; 
see,  here  is  the  gazette,''  exclaimed  she* 

He  kissed  her  joyfully ;  he  thought  of  tel- 
ling of  his  losses,  but  he  hesitated :  he  would 
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to  dress  himself  for  the  ball. 

Charlotte  sat  pondering  on  his  awakening 
thoughts ;  the  bank  notes  she  remembered.-^ 
What  should  she  do. — ^t*o  advise  him  was  only 
folly :  so  she  determined  to  try  to  appear  un- 
eonscious  of  his  losses. 

Roland  came  back  in  high  spirits. 

Charlotte  wrote  next  day  an  account  of  his 
promotion — she  wrote  so  welL 

Have  you  ever,  gentle  reader,  been  to  a  sub- 
scription ball? — it  far  surpasses  an  ordinary 
public  balh  there  are  so  many  gentlemen 
bent  on  devoting  themselves  to  every  one's 
amusement.  Be  you  old,  or  ugly — ^young,  or 
handsome— ^you  are  quite  sure  of  getting  part- 
ners for  dancing,  if  you  cannot  hope  to  gain  a 
partner  for  life.  The  stewards  are  victims 
decked  out  for  sacrifice.  How  amiable  and 
attentive  they  are — how  they  completely  forget 
self  for  that  xme  night.     And  then,  such  sup- 
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plies  of  fefmhmeni  as  there  eie^  end  sb  wett 
recommended— evekfy  one  looks  so  sddlkig  ind 
so  |>Ieesed,  and  so  miany  go  round  sAjpiiii^ 
'<Whai  mpleasantbaU  P— '"What  mgay  baUP'— 
'<  What  a  delightful  baUr^-^''  It  reflecto  sueh 
credit  on  our  entertainers  I''— -^*  How  wry  well 
this  bill  is  attended  l^  and  sttoh  like  observa- 
tions, that,  w«re  any  diapowed  to  find  fiuilt,  it 
would  be  plainly  against  the  eWdenoes  of  their 
senses. 

Charlotte  thought  it  was  really  a  brilliant 
scene  $  but  it  was  id  the  same  room,  a  little 
more  than  seven  months  before,  she  had  been 
at  a  ball^  with  her  father's  kind  voice  enooo* 
raging  her  to  enjoyment, — and  die  lelt  a  sigh 
rising  now  and  then,  as  she  thou^t  of  her  deser* 
tion  of  hinu  The  first  dance  she  danced  with, 
one  of  the  stewards,  and  after  it  she  was  seated 
near  the  door-way  when  her  acquaintances,, 
the  Lamberts,  entered,  looking  pensive,  and 
as  if  their  thoughts  were  far  away  from  the 
scene.    They  all  accosted  Charlotte. 


^  What  ft  baiid--M  txwnhlj  oofc  of  tune/^ 
and  Mr.  Cbreffi  liuibeiru 
"^I  wisb  jw  bftd  heiord  die battdi  in  Italy^ 

Charktte  rebeifcd  ikem  niAer  ooldlf,  she 
hftd  no  tetentidft  of  fiMffeCting  their  radenesi 
iC  Bfn»  Mannuig^s,  aim^  ^i4iieli  she  hod  ooiy 
areltlMnKm/Ndiflmrinthe  itreeU 

^  Of  conrae  we  shall  have  no  vocal  mviio 
to-nigh V^  said  Mr.  Ali^  Lambert,  mourn- 
fully. 

^We  hope  to  have  some  excellent  tongs, 
to  enliven  our  supper  tabk^"  sttd  Charlotte^s 
partner,  pointeAy. 

The  Lamberts  moved  on. 

<«The  wits  her^'^  added  he  to  Charlotte, 
^«  call  those  two  ladies  A  sharp— and  B  flat, 
one  of  their  names  is  Anna— somethings— the 
other  Berengaria.'* 

^  Annalda  it  is,"  said  Charlotte,  smiling. 

^  They  make  complete  fools  of  themselves,^ 
said  he,  ^  they  left  this  city  about  five  years  ago 
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with  a  maiden  aunt^  and  are  now  returned 
from  the  Continent, '  or  beautiful  Italy ,'  with 
changed  names^  and  changed  manners;  they 
are  all  alike — ^the  young  men  are  called  the 
musical  sticky  and  the  musical  box.'' 

^  Mr.  Corelli  is  the  stick,  I  suppose/'  said 
Charlotte,  laughing, '^  and  Mr.  AUegri  the  box, 
one  is  so  tall  and  thin,  the  other  so  fat  and 
short.*' 

^^  Exactly^  Mrs.  Percie,"  said  her  partner. 

Roland  came  now  and  sat  near  his  wife^ 
all  round  the  room  he  heard  her  praises^  and 
he  felt  proud  of  her. 

Charlotte  was  talking  gaily  to  him^  when 
looking  up  she  saw  Lord  Adrian  Wilson  en- 
tering the  room — she  stopped — she  blushed — 
her  elopement  was  before  her.  Leaning  on 
him  were  two  ladies — one  was  elderly — Char- 
lotte recognised  the  lady  of  the  shawl — and 
the  other  was  a  young  creature  just  blooming 
into  womanhood,  with  a  sweet,  open  counte- 
nanced—large, dark  blue  eyes,  and  fair  hair. 
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falling  in  clustering  ringlets  about  her  very 
pretty  face.  Charlotte  returned  his  bow^  but 
her  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  young  lady  with 
him,  who  was  very  much  like  some  one  she 
knew — particularly  her  smile. 

^  Some  of  your  own  family,  perhaps,*'  said 
Roland. 

^*I  cannot  remember/'  replied  Charlotte, 
'^but  it  is  a  striking  likeness.^' 

Lord  Adrian  having  procured  seats  for  his 
companions),  and  shaken  hands  with  a  dozen 
acquaintances,  advanced  to  the  Percies;  he 
extended  his  hand  to  Charlotte — ^she  took  it, 
and  he  did  the  same  to  Roland. 

^'  Am  I  too  young,  Mrs.  Percie,''  said  he, 
*^to  claim  the  honour  of  your  hand,  for  a 
dance  ?'* 

The  thought  of  their  last  dance  glanced 
across  her  mind  as  she  smilingly  replied,  **  cer- 
tainly not  ;'*  and  he  took  a  seat  near  them. 

The  dance  was  forming,  and  she  rose  with 
Lord  Adrian. 

VOL.    II.  D 
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*'  Won't  you  daaice,  Roland  ?^  asked  she. 

^*  111  introduce  you  i^ith  pleasure  to  a  nice 
partner/*  said  Lord  Adrian,  "if  Mrs.  Peroie 
will  excuse  me/'  and  he  led  Roland  up  to  the 
fair  young  girl  who  had  accompanied  him  to 
the  ball,  and  introduced  her  as  Lady  Mary 
Wilson,  his  sister. 

"  It  was  her  first  ball/'  he  told  Charlotte. 

^^  I  have  been  trying  to  make  out  a  like- 
ness for  your  sister/^  said  Charlotte,  in  the 
pauses  of  the  dance,  **  and  her  name,  Mary, 
has  reminded  me  of  it." 

^*  And  who  is  it  }*^  asked  Lord  Adrian, 
eagerly. 

**  It  is  my  sister  Mary,*'  replied  Charlotte, 
*'  she  is  excessively  like  her.  Your  sister,  how- 
ever, has  the  advantage  in  personal  appear- 
ance." 

*^  She  is  a  sweet  amiable  creature  too,"  said 
Lord  Adrian,  very  natvdy;  ^*is  your  sister 
older  than  you,  Mrs.  Percie?" 

"Oh,  nol"    answered   Charlotte,     ^'she  is 
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many  years  my  junior ;  indeed,  she  is  a  mere 
child,  only  nine  years  old.*' 

'^ And  like  my  Mary,"  said  the  boy,  "how 
pretty  she  must  be.  Will  you  let  me  intro- 
duce her  to  you,  Mrs.  Percie  ?"  asked  he. 

•*  Most  willingly,*'  said  Charlotte. 

When  Lady  Mary  spoke,  she  thought  her 
more  than  ever  like  her  little  sister. 

The  whole  evening  passed  delightfully  to 
Charlotte,  her  husband  was  very  attentive  to 
her,  and  that  constituted  the  chief  charm  of 
the  ball. 


D  3 
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CHAPTER  V. 


"  I  WILL  make  a  final  effort  to  get  back  my 
losses,'^  thought  Roland,  as  he  ascended  the 
stairs  at  Major  Manning*s,  some  nights  after 
the  ball.  There  were  many  ladies  there  that 
night,  and  among  them.  Lady  Mary  Wilson  and 
her  aunt,  and  chaperone  Mrs.  Neville,  and  of 
course,  Lord  Adrian  was  with  his  sister. 
Charlotte  had  been  invited  but  she  was  glad  of 
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the  excuse^  a  cold  gave  her  to  send  an  apo- 
logy. 

The  Lamberts  were  present  and  the  Major 
took  advantage  of  a  loud  Bravura  of  theirs  to 
make  his  exit  to  his  own  room,  and  Roland 
soon  followed  him. 

The  room  was  so  snug,  it  was  Major  Man- 
ning's favorite  retreat^  ^Hhere  he  passed  his 
mornings  reading/'  he  said,  and  he  stirred  the 
fire  complacently  into  a  brighter  blaze,  and 
smiled  on  his  friend,  Mr.  Winstanley,  who 
just  then  entered. 

''  Put  down  some  more  coals,  Winnie,^'  said 
he,  '^  you  understand  so  well  how  to  make  a 
fire.  My  long  residence  abroad  has  unsuited 
me  for  a  fire-maker ;''  and  he  then  launched 
into  a  very  exaggerated  statement  of  his  life 
in  India,  declaring  it  was  there  alone  a  man 
felt  the  pleasure  of  living. 

Roland  thought  of  this  conversation  years 
afterwards. 

^^  Ifuqk  will  be  against  me  to-night^  I  pre- 
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diet;'*  said  the  Major,  shuffling  the  cards— 
and  for  a  time  it  seemed  so. 

Roland  had  won  back  £600— and  felt  quite 
elated  by  his  luck. 

The  Major  wanted  him  to  stop. 

**  With  his  luck  it  would  be  rash  folly,^  he 
thought — so  on  he  played^  and  he  soon  found 
that  luck  is  variable5  for  in  a  very  short  time 
he  lost  back  £200. 

"Now/'  said  the  Major,  *'I  will  give  you 
a  fair  chance  for  your  money — ^you  have  £800 
winners  by  to-night — this  will  be  our  last 
game,  for  I  hear  the  refreshment  trays  going 
up — so  let  it  be  double  or  quits*--you  stake 
your  winnings,  and  I'll  stake  the  same 
sum." 

'^Done,"  said  Roland,  and  the  game  be- 
gan. 

Mrs.  Manning  had  sent  Lord  Adrian  to 
call  her  husband,  and  as  he  opened  the  door 
he    heard    the    proposal; — be    watched    the 
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game  with  intense  interest — he  saw  Roland 
pale  and  red  by  turns — he  saw  the  Major's 
cool  self-possession^ — the  game  proceeded — 
the  chances  were  eveii — Roland's  hand  trem- 
bled as  he  took  up  his  cards — his  cheek  was 
flushed — ^he  turned  pale — the  Major  won  the 
game  ! 

Roland  handed  him  the  money,  he  did  not 
join  the  party  in  the  drawing-room^  and  he 
walked  slowly  home;  that  night  he  regis- 
tered a  solemn  promise  never  to  enter  Major 
Manning's  house  again — ^his  resolve  was  then 
to  live  frugally  within  his  income,  to  aave  and 
refund  Charlotte's  fortune— £1300  alone  now 
remained  in  the  banker's  hand — wcll»  that 
should  be  sacred — and  he  dropped  aaleep 
dreaming  of  legacies  and  bags  of  gold.  His 
first  waking  thought  was  of  Major  Mannings— 
'<  he  must  have  played  un&irly/'  thought  he, 
Charlotte  was  right — I  am  his  dupe*^he  knew 
he  would  win  when  he  staked  so  higb-*He 
things  m  go  again,  to  try  and  recover  my 


56  THE    BLOPEMENT. 

losses — but  he  will  find  himself  mistaken.  ''I 
intend  to  take  a  long  ride  to-day^  Charlotte,'' 
said  he  to  her,  '^  after  breakfast,  but  I  will  be 
back  at  dinner  hour,  for  I  shall  dine  with 
you.'' 

Charlotte  watched  him  mounting  his  horse 
from  the  window,  and  he  seeing  her,  looked 
up  with  his  beautiful  smile,  and  kissed  hands 
to  her — she  gave  very  particular  directions  to 
the  cook,  to  have  a  good  dinner  ready  for  her 
husband,  and  the  morning  passed  quickly  on 
— she  was  practising  the  harp  when  the 
door  opened,  and  JLiord  Adrian  Wilson  was 
announced,  he  had  visited  thefe  the  day  after 
the  ball  with  his  sisler;  and  Charlotte  was 
surprised  to  see  him  so  soon  again — she  re- 
ceived him  very  politely,  but  he  seemed  a  little 
embarrassed. 

^  I  am  very  anxious  to  see  Mr.  Percie,"  said 
Lord  Adrian, ''  indeed  I  have  some  particular 
business  with  him." 

*^  He  is   gone  to  take  a  long  ride,"  said 
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Charlotte,  "  but  he  will  return  to  dine  here — 
and  if  you  be  not  better  engaged  we  shall 
both  be  delighted  if  you  will  join  us,  and 
enliven  our  evening/* 

It  was  her  first  invitation  to  any  one  since 
her  marriage. — She  was  by  nature  very  hos- 
pitable— and  from  her  earliest  childhood  she 
had  seen  hospitality  unboundedly  practis- 
ed, 

^  Indeed,  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  do  so, 
Mrs.  Percie,"  replied  he,  "and  I  can  then 
speak  to  Mr.  Percie" — he  paused. 

"  I  ought  to  apologise/*  said  Charlotte,  "  for 
delaying  so  many  days  returning  your  sister's 
and  Mrs.  Neville*s  kind  and  friendly  visit, 
but  I  have  been  confined  to  the  house,  with  a 
cold  since  the  ball. — Roland  wished  me  to 
avoid  taking  any  additional  cold,  so  I  am  a 
prisoner.*' 

"  You  must  not  treat  either  Mary  or  aunt 
Neville  with  ceremony,*'  answered  Lord 
D  5 
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Admn^  <'  they  are  both  your  friends,  I  assure 
you,  at  least  they  wisKto  beboj'* 

**  I  feel  delighted  at  their  kindness,'^  said 
Charlotte,  and  should  be  happy  to  be  able  to 
count  them  among  my  Abends/* 

^  I  promise  you,  Mrs.  Percie,  that  when  you 
know  them  you  will  like  them  both  extremely 
— my  aunt  Neville,  my  mother's  only  sisters- 
has  been  to  us  all,  since  my  poor  mother's 
death,  a  second  mother— she  is  a  widow,  and 
lives  near  Leith,  in  a  beautiful  cottage,  and 
during  our  vacations  she  leaves  her  home,  and 
comes  to  my  father's  place  in  the  Highlands, 
Mary  never  leaves  her. — Oh  !  Mary  is  a  sweet 
young  creature,  Mrs.  Percie,  so  gentle,  and 
yet  so  gay — I  will  tell  you  a  match  I  have 
made  for  her — now  don't  laugh — I  am  ac^ 
counted  a  great  match-maker  at  home.'' 

^'Tou  may  trust  to  my  discretion.  Lord 
Adrian,"  said  Charlotte,  playfully,  "  remember 
I  am  a  discreet,  sedate  matron. 
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^  Well,  I  will  tcU  you — ^it  is  your  brother 
Henry — Mary  is  only  three  months  his  senior 
*--that  does  not  signify,  and  they  are  so  well 
matched  in  disposition,-^tbey  are  both  so  very 
clever  too.^' 

^^  Though  such  a  match  is  not  i»t>bable, 
your  wishing  it  must  flatter  dear  Henry  great- 
ly/* said  Charlotte. 

^^  But,  dear  Mrs.  Percie,  you  must  not  tell 
him'*  urged  Lord  Adrian — ^^<it  would  spoil 
all." 

^You  may  depend  on  my  keeping  your 
secret  very  religiously,'*  said  she,  laughing — 
'^  though  our  sex,  you  know  are  accused  of 
not  being  able  to  keep  one.  My  silence  shall 
prove  to  you  the  falseness  of  this  aspersion  on 
our  fair  names.** 

'^  You  sex  are  good  and  kind,'*  exclaimed 
Lord  Adrian — ^^  will  you  tell  me,  Mrs.  Percie, 
is  your  sister  like  you--or  like  Henry?** 

^^  She  is  more  like  my  brother  Manuel  than 
either,'*  answered  Charlotte,  smiling;  <^I  am 
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afraid  jrou  cannot  make  a  match  for  her^  Lord 
Adrian,  she  is  unfortunately  too  juvenile." 

'^  She  is  nine,  and  I  am  fifteen/'  said  he, 
and  he  blushed  deeply. 

Charlotte  saw  his  embarassment,  and  utould 
not  laugh  at  him  ;  she  really  liked  the  nobly 
disposed  boy,  he  was  so  warm  hearted  and 
so  natural. 

'^  I  am  to  make  a  tour  through  Ireland,  in 
the  spring,  before  I  go  on  the  continent,"  said 
Lord  Adrian ;  ^'  my  father  is  anxious  T  should 
know  my  own  countries  before  I  travel.  Tou 
will,  perhaps,  give  me  a  letter  of  introduction 
to  your  family :  I  shall  like  so  much  to  know 
them  all;"  he  saw  Charlotte  hesitate — ^he 
guessed  the  reason,  and  he  added  gaily,  *^  I 
believe  a  letter  of  introduction  will  be  quite 
unnecessary,  as  I  know  Manuel  and  your  father 
too,  and  I  was  introduced  to  your  mother; 
so  a  letter  of  recommendation  to  your  little 
sisters  is  all  I  will  ask.^' 

"  Henry  returns  home  for  some  months'  va- 
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cation,  in  spring/'  said  Charlotte,  ^'  and  I 
fancy  you  will  not  think  a  letter  of  any  kind 
necessary  to  the  house  he  inhabits,  he  will 
ensure  you  a  welcome  from  all  its  inmates/' 

'^  As  we  meet  again  so  soon,  I  will  now  take 
my  departure,''  said  Lord  Adrian,  rising, 
and  gracefully  wishing  Charlotte  good  morn- 
ing. 

Charlotte  had  changed  her  dress,  when  Ro- 
land returned ;  it  was  then  only  a  short  time 
before  dinner,  and  she,  never  fancying  he 
would  find  fault  with  her  asking  a  guest  to 
dine,  told  at  once  of  Lord  Adrian's  visit,  of 
his  wish  to  see  him,  and  of  her  invitation  and 
his  pleased  acceptance  of  it. 

**  You  asked  him  to  dine  without  my 
leave!"  exclaimed  Roland,  hastily ;  ^'without 
consulting  me  !  it  is  really  too  bad  of  you  so 
soon  take  upon  you  this  unlimited  controuU" 

'^  Indeed,  my  dear  Roland,*'  replied  Char- 
lotte, gently,  '^  It  did  not  occur  to  me  that 
you  would  disapprove  of  my  doing  so." 
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''  f  dare  say  Mn.  Perde^''  said  he  aDgril7> 
^^you  did  not  allow  yourself  to  think  nor  care 
for  my  wishes  on  the  subject.'* 

'<  Believe  me^  Roland,'^  replied  she^  ^  I 
would  not  do  any  thing  contrary  to  your 
wishes,  for  worlds,  and  in  future  I  shall  be 
very  particular  about  giving  any  invitations 
without  your  sanction/' 

'^  I'll  take  care  you  shall,  madam/'  answered 
he,  *'  and  I'll  now  teach  you  a  lesson  you  will 
not  forget  speedily;  I  will  leave  you  full 
power  to  entertain  yowr  guest:  you  shall  do 
the  honours  undisturbed,  for  I  toUl  dine 
out" 

'<  Oh,  Roland,  dear  Roland !"  urged  Char- 
lotte,  ''do  not  treat  me  so!  What  will  the 
young  man  think.?  I  told  him  you  were  to 
dine  here ;  the  hope  of  this  pleasure  has  made 
the  day  pass  agreeably. — What  excuse  can  I 
make  him.  Indeed,  indeed,  I  never  will  ask 
any  one  again — do  stay,"  and  she  laid  her 
hand  on  his  arm. 
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Roland  threw  it  from  him,  and  saying,  ^^  I 
wish  you  a  pleasant  evening,  Mrs.  Percie  ;'^ 
he  quickly  descended  the  stairs,  slapped  the 
hall  door  violently. 

Charlotte  could  not  restrain  a  few  tears. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


F.>R  more  than  half  an  hour  Charlotte  sat  the 
picture  of  not  knowing  what  to  do.  She 
thought  of  her  home,  where  many  a  time, 
even  as  a  child,  she  had  invited  guests  to 
dinner,  and  where  a  kind  smile  repaid  her 
efforts  at  hospitality.  Once  she  remembered, 
when  a  gay  girl  of  scarcely  thirteen,  she  had 
brought  home  to  dine  ayounglad  and  his  sister, 
whose  father  had  treated  her  father  very  rude- 
ly, at  some  public  meeting ;  she  had  met  them 
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riding  tried  ponies^  and  they  said  tbey  were 
hungry,  and  Charlotte  brought  them  to  her  fa- 
ther's house,  where  they  were  treated  with  every 
kindness,  and  her  father,  instead  of  chiding 
her,  called  her  his  *'  darling  doTe  extending 
the  olive  branch  around  her.'*  Next  day  a 
written  apology  came  from  those  children's 
father,  and  all  was  peace  between  the  parents. 
And  now  she  had  left  that  father  for  one^  and 
how  was  her  first  trial  of  a  housekeeper  repaid 
by  him  ! — she  would  not  condemn  him — no  ! 
'*  It  is  foolish  of  me  to  sit  thus,"  thought  she  ; 
*'  I  must  exert  myself.  Shall  I  say  Roland  was 
Miged  to  dine  out  ? — no ;  that  would  not  be 
true.  rU  say  plainly  he  dines  out ;''  and  with 
this  resolve  she  awaited  Lord  Adrian's  arrival. 
She  heard  a  knock  at  the  hall  door.  Oh,  if  it 
were  an  apology,  how  delighted  she  would  be ; 
it  was  not,  she  heard  steps  advancing — she 
must  appear  gay,  else  he  might  think  she  was 
was  not  happy,  and  her  salute  was  cheerful  to 
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him  when  he  entered.  She  rang  fiir  din« 
ner. 

*^  ril  not  apologise^  Lord  Adrian/'  said  shej 
gaily,  '^  for  our  limited  rocon,  as  you  know  offi- 
cers must  be  satisfied  with  what  is  allotted 
them ;  but  I  must  apologise  for  bringing  you 
to  a  t6te-&-t£te  dinner  with  me,  for  my  bus* 
band  dines  out/' — She  saw  he  looked  disap* 
pointed. 

^  I  am  sorry  not  to  meet  Mr.  Percie,  cer- 
tainly/' said  Lord  Adrian ;  ^^  I  must  make  you 
my  agent  in  my  business  to  him;  for  I  am 
obliged  to  leave  Edinburgh  early  to^morrow^ 
for  the  Highlands,  and  he  can  reply  to  me  by 
letter^  I  shall  give  you  my  address.  You  need 
not  at  all  apologise  though^  for  his  absence^ 
you  must  remember  I  am  only  a  boy,  and  not 
accustomed  to  be  treated  with  any  ceremony-— 
indeed  I  hate  it." 

<<  Well  then,  take  your  place  there,  and  be 
a  good  boy,^  said  Charlotte^  pointing  to  the 
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hot  of  the  taUe ;  and  throagh  tbe  whole  of 
dinner  she  so  well  sustained  her  part^  that  he 
coald  not  imagine  she  had  any  cause  of  anno  j- 
anee. 

Her  first  effort  at  doing  the  honors  of  her 
table  did  her  honor^  and  more  than  once  her 
young  companion  inwardly  compared  her  to 
his '^  dear  sister  Mary*' 

Dinner  ended,  Charlotte  left  the  room  for 
some  time,  and  had  her  guest  seen  her  during 
ber  absence,  he  would  have  been  surprised 
thai  his  late  gay  entertainer  could  weep 
as  she  did.  She  returned  all  smiles — ^poor 
thing! 

^^You  are  fond  of  music,  of  course,  Lord 
Adrian,^  said  Charlotte,  '^  it  is  a  national  trait 
of  your  countrymen  as  well  as  of  my  own,'^ 
and  she  touched  her  harp,  which  she  had  care- 
fully tuned  that  day  for  her  husband's  ear. 

^I  am  extremely  fond  of  music,  Mrs. 
Percie,^  replied  he. 

<<  Well  then,  I'll  enliven  our  tHe-d'Ute  with 
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some  of  your  melodies/'  said  Charlotte,  and 
she  sat  to  the  harp  and  played  a  succession  of 
lively  Scotch  airs — she  would  not  trust  herself 
to  play  a  plaintive  one  in  the  then  state  of  her 
feelings. 

^'  Play  some  of  your  own  beautiful  melodies, 
Mrs.  Percie/'  asked  Lord  Adrian. 

'^  Many  of  them  resemble  yours/'  replied 
Charlotte,  '^  though  in  others  the  difference  is 
plainly  observable  between  the  music  of  both 
countries.  Indeed  your  countrymen  have  laid 
claim  to  some  of  the  most  beautiful  Irish  airs, 
which  I  never  will  consent  to  accede  them. — 
This  is  a  sweet  air/'  added  she,  playing  the 
old  Irish  air,  '*  Cruachan  na  Feine." 

<^  It  is  indeed,"  replied  Lord  Adrian ;  '<  but 
my  favourite,  among  all  your  melodies,  is  the 
^  Meeting  of  the  Waters.'  I  donH  know  the 
Irish  name  of  the  air." 

''  It  is  called  the  <  Old  Head  of  Denis/ ''  said 
Charlotte,  as  she  played  it 

**  If  you  would    sing,  Mrs.  Percie,"  urged 
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Lord   Adrian,    "the    words    are    so    beauti- 

She  complied  ;    but  when  she  came  to  the 
first  line  of  the  third  verse — 


"  'Twas  that  friends,  the  belovM  of  my  bosom  were  near,** 

the  tears  gushed  from  her  eyes — her  visits  in 
her  happy  girlhood,  to  the  "sweet  vale  of 
Avoca/'  with  her  dear  parents,  was  before  her, 
in  contrast  to  her  present  situation-^and  she 
ceased  her  strain. 

^  I  cannot  sing  more,  Lord  Adrian,''  said 
she,  rising,  "  that  song  brings  home  before  me 
too  forcibly." 

She  rang  for  tea,  and  soon  recovered  her. 
self.  Lord  Adrian  seemed  fidgetty  and  ill  at 
ease.  When  the  tea  things  were  removed  he 
drew  his  chair  near  Charlotte's,  and  he  said,  in 
a  voice  of  agitation— 

**  Will  you  allow  me  now,  Mrs.  Percie,  be- 
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fore  I  Bay  good  night,  to  speak  to  you  on  my 
business  with  your  husband?" 

<<  Certainly/^  answered  she,  gaily^  thinking 
his  business  should  be  about  either  a  horse  or 
adogk 

"  You  know  Major  Manning/'  said  he,  "  but 
you  do  not  perhaps  think  as  1  do,  that  he  is 
a  professed  gambler'' — he  paused. 

She  thought  it  was  something  about  a  bet 
of  his  or  a  race. 

•^  I  remember,  my  dear  mother,*'  continued 
Lord  Adrian,  ^^  as  if  she  died  but  yesterday^ 
and  she  has  been  dead  seven  years— -and  she 
always  told  my  father  everything  that  happened 
at  home,  and  he  w«s  equally  confidential  with 
her.'' 

Chariotte  wondered  what  this  had  to  do 
with  eiUier  dogs,  horses,  or  races — ahe  ^aid 
nothing — but  seemed  all  attention. 

^*  I  suppose,"  added  Lord  Adrian,  spealdng 
more  earnestly — **  that  you  and  Mr.  Pevcie 
are  the  same." 
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She  smiled. 

This  re^asBured  him,  and  he  said,  *^  Major 
Manning,  as  you  of  coarse  know,  induced  Mn 
Percie  to  play,  and  to  play  very  high  too." 

Charlotte  turned  deadly  pale^  and  her  com- 
panion's brow  flushed  the  brightest  scar- 
let. 

'*  I  assure  you,  dear  Mrs.  Percie,  I  am  most 
sincerely  your  friend  ;  Pd  be  ungrateful  to 
Henry,  if  I  were  not,  and  I  am  Mr.  Percie's 
too,  if  he  will  allow  me.  It  may  be  forward 
of  me  to  meddle  in  his  affiiirs,  as  I  am  young, 
but,''  continued  he,  very  hurriedly,  ^I  have 
some  thousands  this  moment,  at  my  own  di»» 
posal,  they  were  left  me  by  an  old  aunt,  and 
they  are  subject  to  no  controul  but  my  own, 
and  if  your  husband  would  take  them  from  me 
— 4f  he  would  condescend  to  borrow  them  I 
mean,  it  would  make  me  very  very  happy: 
I  have  no  present  use  for  them.  He  may 
have  a  little  embarrassment  for  money  just 
now,  and  it  would  be  conferring  such  a  favour 
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on  me,  to  allow  me  to  be  of  service  to  either, 
of  you. — ^You  will  say  this  for  me,  Mrs. 
Percie,  he  can  write  to  me,   my  address  is 

Glenvaron  N ,  Perthshire,  and  now  good 

night/'  and  he  took  Charlotte's  cold  hand  in 
his;  he  did  not  wait  to  hear  her  murmured 
thanks,  but  was  gone. 

Charlotte  sat  there — ^'  Roland  losing  thou* 
sands — incredible  I''  she  was  seated  still  there 
when  midnight  chimed. 

Roland  returned  home. 

In  justice  to  Lord  Adrian — the  noble  boy — 
she  would  summon  up  courage,  though  her 
heart  beat  wildly. 

"  Why  are  you  up  so  late  ?'*  asked  Roland, 
hastily. 

Charlotte  told  all. 

*'  A  confounded  meddling  puppy — he  shall 
regret  this,''  said  Roland,  passionately* 

''Dear  Roland  he  could  have  no  motive 
but  a  good  one,'*  urged  Charlotte,  very  gently, 
''  if  he  erred  in  interfering  with  your  affairs, 
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he  meant  kindly;    remember,  he  is    but   a 
boy/' 

"  Pm  very  sorry,*'  exclaimed  Roland,  in  a 
T^e^9  ^*  you  did  not  wait  to  marry  him :  yoU 
would  hare  just  suited  each  other— a  pair  of 
censors  general,  to  all  mankind.  Leave  me, 
now,  and  never  again  presume  to  pry  into  my 
aflFairs.** 

Charlotte  left  the  room,  for  she  felt  her 
blood  turning  to  icy  coldness ;  she  could  not 
weep;  she  hurried  to  bed — poor  thing!  and 
next  morning  how  carefully  she  prepared 
breakfast  for  that  unkind  husband.  Oh,  the 
enduring  love  of  a  sweet  tempered  wo- 
man ! 

The  following  morning — it  was  now  near  the 
end  of  March — a  message  came  to  Roland,  who 
had  eaten  his  breakfast  in  silence  to  say  the 
General  wanted  him  in  a  hurry. 

Charlotte  trembled  as  she  saw  him  leave 
the  room;   her  untasted   breakfast  was  soon 

VOL.    II.  £ 
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remoYed^    and     she    sat    there     trying    to 
read. 

In  about  an  hour,  Roland  returned;  he 
seemed  pleased^  and  advancing  towards  her» 
took  her  hand^  and  said,  *^  Charbtte,  our  regi- 
ment will  leave  Edinburgh  the  day  after  to- 
morrow, for  Carlisle^  so  havft  every  thing 
packed  up.  Are  you  not  glad  ?'^ 
.  A  bright  smile  assured  him  of  her  pleasure. 


THE   BLOPBMEMT.  7^ 


CHAPTER  VII. 


That  night  Roland  dined  with  Charlotte, 
and  seemed  in  high  spirits ;  she  longed  to  ask 
him  to  write  to  Lord  Adrian^  but  feared 
to  renew  his  anger.  ^'  I  shall  have  some  fare- 
well visits  to  pay,  Roland/'  said  Charlotte, 
**  before  we  leave.'* 

'^  There  is  one  you  must  not  pay,  my  dear 
Charlotte,''  replied  Roland;  <'at  least  I  beg 
you  will  not— it  is  to  Mrs.  Manning.'' 
£  3 
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*^  Of  course,  I  shall  not,  Roland,  if  you  wish 

it/'  said  she,  gently. 

^*  I  have  every  reason  to  think  that  Major 

Manning  has    used  me    unfairly,**   observed 

Roland,  hurriedly ;  "  it  cannot  now  be  helped , 

— it  will  teach  me,  however,  a  lesson  for  the 

future,**  he  paused,  **  and  on  considering  the 

subject/'  added  he,  ^^1  begin  to  think  Lord 

Adrian  meant  kindly  towards  me, — he  seems 

a  fine  spirited  boy. — I   will    write    him  my 

thanks,  though  I  will  not  accept  bis  aid.** 

"  How  much  I  am  obliged  to  you,  for  that,  i 

I  my  dearest  Roland,**  said  Charlotte.  ! 

Another    wife    w*ould    have    remonstrated 

with    her  husband,    before   his    temper    had 

cooled,  and  would  have  afterwards  irritated  , 

him,  by  repeated  urgings,  to  do  what  she 

thought  right,  or  she  would  have  borne  ilUtem-^ 

peredly  his  refusal.    Charlotte  did  otherwise, 

and  she  gained  her  point. 

*<  You  have  a  visit  to  return  to  Lady  Mary 

i 
Wilson  and  Mrs.  Neville,**  said  Roland,  "  and 
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if  your  oold  be  well  enough  to-morFOw^  I  will 
go  there  with  you/'  It  was  a  pity  Roland's 
temper  was  not  ahoays  good,— how  happy  it 
would  have  made  his  wife.  Next  day  was  fine, 
and  Roland  hired  a  covered  vehicle,  and  went 
with  Charlotte  to  pay  this  visit. 

Mrs.  Neville^s  cottage  was  half  a  mile  below 
Leith ;  it  was  a  beautiful  little  dwelling ;  before 
it  a  very  green  and  well  kept  lawn,  sloped 
down  to  the  Frith  of  Forth,  which,  with  ves- 
sels constantly  passing  and  re-passing»  prci^ 
aented  an  animated  scene.  Mrs.  Neville  received 
them  in  a  very  friendly  manner,  in  a  large 
sitting  room,  with  windows  opening  on  the 
lawn ;  around  these  windows  grew  a  variety  of 
creepers,  one  was  half  open,  and  a  large  mag^ 
noUa  coi^picua  with  its  fragrant  bloom,  grew  near 
it,  a  vase  filled  with  monthly  roses  and  some 
mignionette,  was  on  one  work  table,  while  on 
another  was  a  bowl  of  the  choicest  exotics, 
mingled  with  gMen  lowers;  there  wereva* 
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rious  coloured  agaleas^  spring  cyclamens,  and 
beautiful  camellias,  with  heliotropes  and 
heaths^  the  early  tulips,  wallflowers,  hyacinths, 
narcissus,  and  bunches  of  violets. 

^^  These  are  Mary*s  arranging,  I  assure 
you,''  said  Mrs.  Neville  with  a  smile,  pointing 
to  the  flowers,  <^she  is  passionately  fond  of 
flowers,  and  devotes  a  great  deal  of  her  time 
to  rearing  and  attending  the  plants  in  our 
little  garden  and  green  house.  That  mig- 
nionette  you  see  there,  Mrs.  Percie,  she  is 
very  proud  of;  she  planted  it  early  last  spring 
— ^it  flowered  early — she  cut  it  down  in  the 
beginning  of  September,  and  it  sprung  up 
again  last  month,  and  blossomed  freely :  you 
are  fond  of  flowers,  are  you  not }" 

"  Very  much  so  indeed,'^  replied  Char- 
lotte* 

*'Tou  shall  have  a  lai^e  bouquet,  then  Mrs. 
Percie,'^  said  Mrs.  Neville. 

"Thank  you,^'  answered  Charlotte,  «*but 
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it  would  be  a  pity  to  take  them  from  you, 
now,  we  should  have  to  leave  them  in  £din- 
burgh." 

^'  Our  regiment/'  added  Roland  ^  is  ordered 
to  Carlisle,  and  we  leave  our  present  quarters 
on  Thursday/' 

Mrs.  Neville  expressed  her  regret  at  hearing 
this,  she  said, ''  ]M[ary  and  she  had  planned 
many  excursions  with  them  during  the 
spring.'' 

Mary  just  then  entered  with  some  flowers 
in  her  hand; — she  had  been  out  in  her 
garden,  and  she  looked  so  fresh  and  blooming 
— she  joined  her  aunt  in  regretting  the  Percies 
departure.  ''Have  you  seen  all  the  lionsj 
Captain  Percie  ?"  asked  sh^, 

''  1  believe  I  have.  Lady  Mary,''  answered 
he. 

''  And  has  Mrs.  Percie  too?"  enquired  Mrs. 
Seville. 

^^AU  but  one,"  replied  Roland,  "we were 
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speaking  of  that  one  during  our  drive  here — 
it. is  Craigmillar  Castle — we  have  driven  past 
it,  but  never  inspected  it.  Is  it  really  worth  a 
visit?*' 

'*  I  think  it  is  certainly,*'  said  Lady  Mary, 
gailyj  **  the  scene  of  so  much  historic  interest 
— to  me — a  Scotch  girl,  at  least,  is  worth 
visiting," 

'^  It  is  but  two  miles,  I  think  from  Edin- 
burgh, Mary,"  said  Mrs,  Neville,  "  and  if  you 
and  Captain  Percie/*  added  she,  turning  to 
Charlotte,  '*  would  allow  us  to  call  for  you  to- 
morrow, about  noon,  we  would  drive  you  there, 
and  bring  you  here  to  dine  with  us;  without 
ceremony  you  see,  I  ask  you  ?** 

^^  Tou  are  most  kind,  Mrs.  Neville,"  an- 
swered Charlotte,  and  she  looked  at  Roland. 

**  We  accept  your  invitation,*'  said  he,  **  and 
feel  greatly  obliged  by  it.'' 

The  door  then  opened,  and  the  Lamberts 
were  introduced. 
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**  We  came  so  pleasantlj  along/'  said  Mr. 
Allegri  Lambert^  seating  himself  near  Lady 
Mary,  "  we  were  singing  together  all  the  way, 
some  beautiful  Italian  airs,*'  and  he  glanced 
at  the  open  piano  forte,  evidently  wishing 
some  one  would  ask  for  a  renewal  of  their 
concert. 

"  Were  you  ever  in  Italy,"  asked  Miss  An- 
nalda  Lambert,  of  Roland,  whom  she  sat  next 
to. 

"  Never,"  replied  he,  «^  nor  do  I  ever  expect 
for  that  happiness." 

**  Happiness  indeed,  you  may  well  call  it,*' 
exclaimed  she,  raising  her  eyes — what  happy 
years  we  passed  there." 

The  conversation  was  going  on  around  and 
she  continued  '  sotte  voce*  to  Roland. 

*'  The  sight  that  charmed  me  most  in  all 
my  travels,'*  said  she,  *^  was  Plutarch's  tomb — 
I  felt  as  if  I  could  weep  there,  I  so  love 
poetry." 

£  5 
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«  Plutarch's  tomV  asked  Roland,  « I  really 
neyer  heard  of  it — where  is  it  Mtuated  ?^ 

"O  mravnenter  anawered  she,  **  do  not 
you  really  know  it  is  in  the  village  of  Arqua, 
we  passed  a  day  there — and  did  you  never 
hear  of  Laura— to  whom  he  wrote  so  many 
sonnets  ?'* 

^\  have  certainly  heard  of  Laura,**  said 
Roland,  smiling,  "and  of  her  lover  too,  and 
his  sonnets,  and  moreover  of  his  burying-place 
at  Arqua/*^ 

"  And  to  tell  me  you  did  not,'*  exclaimed 
Miss  Annalda,  reprovingly ;  *'  (M,  LHU  tnoUo 
caUivoJ* 

«*  I  merely  told  you  I  never  heard  of  Plu- 
tarch's burying  place,"  said  Roland,  laugh- 
ing. 

«  Oh,  you  false  mm,*^  sighed  Miss  Annalda, 
quite  unconscious  of  her  mistake. 

"And  did  you  ever  read  any  of  Dwite's 
Poems,.*^    asked  Miss  Lambert^  who   having 
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overheard  some  of  the  conversation  was  resolv* 
ed  to  join  in  it,  and  show  her  learning. 

^^  Of  course/'  replied  Roknd^  scarce  able  to 
contain  a  laugh — he  saw  they  were  really  pe- 
dantic, without  real  knowledge,  so  he  deter- 
mined to  quiz  them  a  little* 

**Are  not  his  *  Pastor  lidoy'  and  bis  *  Jeru- 
salem Delivered/''  asked  he,  with  a  grave  face, 
•*  very  beautiful  ?'* 

^^  More  than  beautiful/'  exclaimed  Miss 
Lambert. 

*^  Divinely  inspired/'  said  Miss  Annalda. 

*'And  then  Domenichino  and  Lutti's  Poems, 
don't  you  admire  them/^  continued  he. 

They  would  not  avow  ignorance. 

'*  Ob,  very  much/'  said  Miss  Lambert. 

'^  Most  particularly/'  said  Miss  Annalda. 

"  I  must  certainly  try  if  Mrs.  Percie  is  as 
conversant  with  Italian  literature  as  you  are/' 
exclaimed  Miss  Lambert,  and  she  glided  over 
in  her  graceful  continental  manner    as    she 
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thougbtj  and  accosted  Charlatte  with»  ^^Ob^ 
Mrs.  Percie^  your  husband  is  so  ckver — so 
very  well  informed." 

Charlotte  longed  to  say,  ^how  do  jfou 
know  ?'* 

^'And/'  continued  Miss  Lambert,  ''he  has 
just  now  been  talking  of  Italian  poets  and 
poetry. — Which  is  your  favorite  poet  ?' 

''  I  consider  myself  not  competent  to  judge 
of  Italian  poetry/'  said  Charlotte. 

«  Do  you  admire  the  poems  of  Domeniehi- 
no  and  Lutti  ?^  asked  she. 

<*  Their  poems/'  said  Charlotte. 

'*  It  i»  their  works  you  admire,  Charlotte/' 
exclaimed  Roland,  who  had  listened  to  this 
conversation  greatly  amused;  and  it  made 
Charlotte  and  he  laugh  that  day  on  their  re- 
turn to  the  barracks. 

In  driving  through  town  they  saw  Major 
and  Mrs.  Manning  entering  a  shop. 

*'l  should  like,  very  much>  dear  Roland/' 
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said  Charlotte,  ''to  leave  my  card  now   for 
Mrs,  Manning,  if  you  have  no  objection." 

**  Do  if  you  like,  Lotta,**  replied  he,  gaily, 
he  was  then  very  gay  and  good  humoured, 
which  gaiety  and  good  humour  continued  dur* 
the  whole  evening. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


Next  day  was  favourable  to  their  excur- 
sion, and  verj  punctually  Mrs.  Neville  and 
Lady  Mary  Wilson  arrived  at  the  barracks, 
and  Charlotte  and  Roland  drove  off  with 
them.  1* 

^  Edinburgh  is,  of  course,  very  familiar  to 
you  and  Captain  Percie,**  said  Mrs*  Neville, 
addressing  Charlotte;  ^  and  you  must  acknow- 
ledge it  is  a  beautiful  city :  Those  stately  rows  of 
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new  houses  contrast  well,  I  think^  with  the 
very  antique  edifices  around;  1  prefer  it  to 
any  city  I  have  seen.** 

*'Aunt  Neville  has  walked  the  corso  at 
Milan^  and  drove  along  the  Lung  Arno,  at 
Florence,  and  sighed  among  the  ruins  of 
Rome,  like  our  friends  the  Lamberts/'  said 
Lady  Mary  playfully, 

^^  But  Scotland  is  your  native  land,  is  it 
not,  Mrs.  Neville  }"  asked  Charlotte. 

*^  It  is — and  Edinburgh  my  birth-place,** 
replied  she;  ^' but  like  you,  I  once  had  a  tie 
to  attach  me  to  England.  I  lived  many  years 
in  Cumberlaad.*' 

*^  But  you  love  bonnie  Scotland*  better  than 
all,  dear  auntie,*^  said  Lady  Mary,  fondly 
taking  her  hand* 

"The  very  situation  of  this  city,  amid  so 
many  hills  and  rocks,  and  the  estuary  there 
below  it,  iiB  very  beautiful/*  said  Mrs.  Neville ; 
^^  and  then  it  is  filled  with  so  many  asscrcia«^ 


88  THE   ELOPEMENT. 

tions, — Holyrood  Palace — ^its  ancient  castle 
rising  in  the  midst  of  present  grandeur,  re- 
calling the  past  so  forcibly,  and^  the  streets  of 
our  city  have  such  a  quiet,  peaceable  look,  ac- 
cording so  welt  with  its  ancient  recollections.'^ 

The  drive  to  Craigmillar  castle,,  passed  very 
pleasantly. 

Roland  was  most  agreeable  and  gay,  and 
Charlotte,  in  his  smiles^  enjoyed  herself. 

<<  We  shall  take  a  walk  over  these  ruins^ 
shall  we  not  ?''  asked  Lady  Mary,  when  they 
arrived  at  the  castle,  and  she  led  the  way^ 

**  It  must  have  been  a  fine  building,  so  fine 
it  is  now  in  its  decay,''  said  Mrs.  Neville : 
^<  you  know  that  James  V,  lived  here,  during 
his  minority^  and  the  beautiful  anil  hap- 
less Mary  Stuart,  his  daughter,  resided 
here." 

"  I  feel  a  peculiar  pleasure,"  observed  Lady 
Mary,  '^in  visiting  any  scenes  that  she  has 
rendered  famous :  I  am  her  devoted  admirer.'* 
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Every  just  thinking  person  must  both  ad-^ 
mire  and  pity  her/'  said  Mrs.  Neville,  '^  she 
has  her  enemies  though,  but  I  really  believe 
her  perfectly  innocent.  Her  manners,  lively 
and  clever,  as  they  are  represented  to  have 
been,  were  too  much  so  for  that  fanatical  time. 
I  have  heard  many  learned  men  speak  of  her 
character :  I  remember  the  opinion  of  one. 

Dr.  O ,  he  was  a  friend  of  Mr.  Neville's^ 

and  a  profound  historian,  he  said,  he  believed 
the  documents  produced  against  her,  were, 
either  forged  or  grossly  interpolated,  luid  that 
had  she  really  been  guilty,  her  enemies  would 
have  had  ample  means  of  proving  her  guilt 
without  resorting  to  any  underhand  ma-i 
noeuvres." 

^*  It  is  so  much  more  agreeable,'*  said  Cfaar-i 
lotte,  ^*to  believe  her  undeserving  her  un- 
happy fate.  There  seems  a  pleasure  in  sym- 
pathising in  unmerited  sufferings,  and  Mary's 
beauty,  talent,  and  misfortunes,   arouse  our 
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sympathy  because  we  think  she  was  inno> 
cent 

«  Most  true,*  answered  Mrs.  NevUle.  "To 
compare  another  historical  event  with  Mary's 
sufferings,  though  indeed  the  persons  cannot 
bear  comparison,  how  little  sympathy  we  feel 
for  Richard's  death  on  Bosworth  field.** 

"  It  is  now  only  one  o'docV  said  Lady 
Mary,  *^and  we  can  drive  to  Dalkeith  Pdace^ 
and  be  back  to  I^eith  in  good  time — will  you 
Mrs.  Percie?" 

♦*  Oh,  very  willingly,'*  replied  she )  **  I  never 
was  within  the  gates  of  Dalkeith." 

*^  And  farther  on  a  little  we  can  see  New- 
battle  Abbey,  the  beautiful  seat  of  the  Mar* 
quis  of  Lothian,  it  is  built  on  the  ruins  of  the 
old  Abbey,'*  said  Lady  Maty,  ^'  you  see  I  am 
determined  you  shall  take  a  pleasing  recollec- 
tion away  of  our 

'  Land  of  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood, 
I^d  of  the  mountain  and  the  flood.' " 
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"  Wc  cannot  say  *  shaggy  wood/  '*  said  Ro^ 
land,  ^  in  looking  on  this  beautiful  scene/' 

It  was  six  o'clock  when  they  entered  the 
drawing-room  of  Mrs.  Neville's  cottage,  at 
Leith.  Lady  Mary  presented  Charlotte  with  a 
small  bouquet  of  exotics  she  had  culled  in  the 
morning  for  her;  the  only  addition  to  the 
party  was  a  young  Mr.  Neville,  a  nephew  of 
Mrs.  Neville's.  The  dinner  passed  off  very 
gaily,  and  Charlotte  found  each  hour  increase 
her  liking  for  her  new  friends. 

*^I  am  afraid  Captain  Percie  will  find  hia 
tSte-A-Uie  with  my  nephew,  Godfrey,  rather 
dull,"  said  Mrs.  Neville,  as  the  ladies  seated 
themselves  after  dinner,  round  the  fire. 

"Though  very  good,'*  continued  she,  "he 
is  very  inanimate  and  so  silent ;  it  is  a  labour 
not  always  of  love,  to  get  him  into  conversa* 
tion." 

"  The  contrast  between  him  and  Adrian  is 
very    amusing,   sometimes,"    observed    Lady 
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Mary;  'Uhey  were  at  college  together,  and 
your  brother^  Mrs*  Percie,  christened  them  the 
first  and  second  person  singular — Adrian,  the 
first  person,  that  speaks ;  and  Mr.  Neville,  the 
second  person,  that  is  spoken  to/' 

"Dear  Henry,**  said  Charlotte,  "he  is  a 
merry  hearted  boy/* 

The  conversation  was  carried  on  very  gaily, 
for  some  time,  when  the  gentleman  joined 
them. 

*'  You  will  give  us  some  music  will  you 
not,  Mrs.  Percie  ?''  asked  Mrs*  Neville. 

•f  With  pleasure,'*  replied  Charlotte, 

f^  Come,  Godfrey,"  said  his  aunt,,  ^<  hand 
Mrs.  Percie  to  the  piano,'*  and  he  stepped 
forward. 

*^  Are  you  food  of  music  ?**  enqqired  Char- 
lotte ? 

"  Yes,  ma'am,**  answered  Mr.  Neville, 

<<Do  you  play  on  any  instrument,**  ques- 
tioned she,  determined  to  try  and  make  him 
speak. 
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^  No^  ma'am/'  replied  he. 

'^AnddoyousiDg?" 

''Tea,  ma'am;"  and  farther  Charlotte  did 
not  try. 

She  chose  a  b^autifal  old  Scotch  song;-^ 
and  sang  it  with  sweet  pathos.  Roland  felt 
obliged  to  her,  and  he  joined  her  at  the 
pianow 

'*  Would  not  you  sing,  Captain  Percie?'* 
asked  Lady  Mary, 

To  oblige  you  I  would  do  much,  Lady 
Mary,"  said  he>  and  addded,  to  Charlotte — 
^  sing  with  me  our  duet ;  you  know  the  one 
Barton  and  I  sang,  the  first  evening  we  met," 
she  complied,  but  her  voice  had  a  slight 
tremor  in  it  during  this  song,  for  she  remem- 
bered that  night ! 

*'The  song  that  was  near  costing  me  my 
life,  LottSy  you  must  sing  now,"  said  Roland 
to  her ;  and  she  sang  the  little  Spanish  air. 

When  she  had  finished,  Roland  gaily  told 
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them  the  story  of  both  these  songs.— *^  That 
last  one  got  me  a  wife/'  said  he»  laughing- 

'^  Tou  ought  to  get  it  printed  in  letters  of 
gold,  then,"  said  Mrs.  Seville,  and  turning  to 
her  nephew,  she  ekclaimed,  ^I  am  afraid, 
Godfrey,  you  will  never  meet  so  much  i-o* 
mance  during  your  life  as  Captain  Percie  has. 
Would  any  song  you  ever  heard  allure  you  to 
take  a  wife — come  confess  now  ?** 

**  A  song  would  not,^  replied  he. 

And  his  aunt  quizzed  him  gaily. 

At  a  rather  late  hour  the  Perdes  took  a  very 
friendly  leave  of  Mrs.  Neville  and  her  nieoe^ 
and  tears  came  into  the  tetter's  eyes  as  she 
bid  Charlotte  adieu. 

^'I  shall  feel  veky  lonely  without  you, — 
dear  Mrs.  Percie,*'  said  she,  *^  I  almost  regret 
having  known  you  since  we  must  part  so 
soon.** 

^'  We  must  hope  for  another  merry  meeting,*' 


said  Mn^  Neldlle^  <<  we  shi^  take  you  perhaps 
by  surprise  some  day/* 

^  Ohl  how  ddighted  we  shall  be  to  see  you 
both^  Mrs*  Neville/'  said  Charlotte. 

Roland  gracefully  seconded  her  expres-^ 
JBion. 

On  their  return  to  Edinburgh^  Roland  was 
silent  for  sometime. 

'<  Tou  are  not  tired  I  hope^  dear  Roland^" 
isaid  Charlotte. 

He  took  her  hand^— no  love  I  am  not  tired/* 
replied  he^  *'  but  I  have  been  thinking  that  I 
have  treated  you  badly>  in  not  confiding  in 
you/'  and  he  told  all  his  gambling  transgres- 
sions with  Major  Mannings 

'<We  have  ample  means  of  support  now> 
dearest  Roland/'  said  8he>  sweetly ;  *^  let  not 
this  loss  fret  you.'* 

^'  1  do  believe  there  is  not  another  woman 
like  you  in  this  world,  dearest  Charlotte/*  said 
Roland,  fondly  embracing  her-^and  that  kind 
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word  more  than  repud  Charlotte,  for  all  his 


! 

I  previous  unkindness. 


^  If  his  temper  were  but  steady/'  thought 
she,  **how  veiry,  Very  happy  I  should  be." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


On  a  cold^  windy  April  forenoon,  Manuel 
O'CarroU  mounted  his  horse,  at  Coomcame 
Park,  and  rode  towards  the  town  of  W— ; 
outside  the  principal  entrance  to  his  home, 
was  a  small  hamlet,  the  inhabitants  of  which 
were  all  tenants  of  Mr.  O'CarroU's;  he  was 
cantering  through  this,  when  he  suddenly 
checked  his  horse,  for  before  him,  across  the 
street — ^if  street  it    might    be   called — where 

VOL.  II.  F 
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erected  several  arches  of  evergreens^  and  a 
crowd  were  busy  in  preparing  a  bonfire — a 
large,  substantial  bonfire  it  was  of  turf  and 
wood — the  young  heir  ttnmed  quickly  round, 
and,  leaving  the  village,  crossed  some  fields, 
and  soon  found  himself  at  the  entrance  to 
an  humble  looking  cottage ;  a  rugged  lane  led 
to  it,  and  Manuel,  dismounting,  took  his 
horse's  bridle  on  his  arm,  and  slowly  pursued 
his  way:  he  knocked  with  his  whip  handle 
at  the  cottage  door^  for  knocker  there  was 
none,  and  a  country  girl  opened  the  door. 
^Is  Father  Owen  at  home,  Kattie?'*  asked 
Manuel. 

**  He  is  at  home,  sir,"  replied  Kattie,  smil-- 
ing  and  curtseying,  ''but  he  is  just  gone 
out/* 

<*  Then  he  is  not  within,*'  said  Manuel » 
'*  Where  is  he  gone  to  ?' 

'^  Indeed,  sir,  I  do  not  rightly  know,  but  I 
think  te  the  village,  to  see  all  the  prepara- 
tions. Won't  you  walk  in,  sir,  there*s  a  fire 
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in  the  parlour,  and  Jemmy  will  run  down  and 
call  Father  Owen." 

Manuel  followed  her  through  a  kitchen  into 
a  small  parlour.  ^  Desire  Jemmy  to  say  I  am 
in  no  hurry,  Kattie,**  said  Manuel,  as  he 
seated  himself  in  the  only  window,  *<  I  will 
wdt  here  for  him.'^ 

The  room  was  small,  yet  scrupulously  neat, 
one  would  have  thought  singularly  so,  from 
the  entrance  to  it;  the  floor  was  sanded,  and 
the  walls  purely  white ;  on  one  side  of  the 
fire-place  was  a  row  of  shelves,  well  filled  with 
books,  ecclesiastical  books  they  were,  with 
one  or  two  exceptions,  and  at  the  other  was  a 
press  containing  useful  but  not  very  orna- 
mental cups  and  saucers,  plates  and  jugs; 
a  round  table  was  in  the  centre,  and  six 
chairs  were  carefully  placed,  at  intervals,  round 
the  walls ;  the  only  ornaments  of  the  simple 
room,  was  one,  a  picture,  a  beautiful  original, 
of  an  Italian  master,  representing  the  visit  of 
the  wise  men,  to  the  stable,  at  Bethlehem,  and 
F  3 
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the  Other  a  small  French  clock,  both  the  gifti 
of  the  priest's  earliest  friend,  the  Arch-bishop 

of  Bordeaux,  M.  De ;  inside    this   little 

chamber  uras  another  of  equal  size,  and  equal 
simplicity,  the  bed  room,  the  windows  of  both 
rooms  looked  into  a  cabbage  garden,  overrun 
with  weeds,  and  Manuel  was  just  thinking 
how  much  better  a  nice  flower  garden  would 
lo^k  there,  when  the  door  opened,  and  Father 
MacCarthy  entered,  or  Father  Owen  as  he 
was  universaUy  called;  he  was  an  old  man, 
with  long,  grey  hair,  and  a  rosy  good  humoured 
face,  such  as  is  seldom  seen,  but  with  a  kind, 
smiling  expression ;  he  was  short  and  fat,  yet 
with  that  certain  clerical  air  that  so  very  many 
of  the  Irish  clergymen  possess :  he  had  been 
educated  at  a  French  college,  for  the  church ; 
^—had  served  on  several  missions  there,  and 
during  the  beginning  of  the  frightful  dis^ 
asters  of  that  country,  had  escaped  to  his  na- 
tive land,  and  there  obtained  a  curacy,  and 
from  that,  was  promoted  to  be  parish  priest. 
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of  the  district  in  which  Coomcarne  Park  lay. 
''My  dear  Manuel/'  said  he^  extending  his 
hand ;  *^  I  see  you  do  not  admire  my  pleasure 
garden:  your  dear  sister.  Miss  Charlotte, 
often  threatened  me,  that  she  would  have  those 
beautiful  plants  rooted  out,  and  flowers  sub- 
stituted in  their  places.  Poor  young  thing, 
I  hope  she  is  happy:  your  father  did  not 
answer  the  Christmas  letter  she  wrote/' 

"No;  Father  Owen— he  read  it,  and 
seemed  much  affected,  and  my  mother  cried 
much  on  reading  it,  and  then  it  was  destroy- 
ed. I  came  here  to  day  to  remind  you  that  to- 
morrow will  be  my  birth-day/* 

^  No  need  to  do  that,  my  boy,''  replied  the 
priest,  **I  have  been  reminded  of  that  fifty 
times  this  week ;  there  was  a  regular  depu- 
tation to  me  from  the  hamlet,  to  consult  about 
arches  and  bonfires,  for  the  happy  day.  One 
old  man  wished  to  know  how  they  do  these 
things  in  foreigns  parts,  for  as  'the  missus' 
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was  a  foreigner^  she  would  like  to  see  the 
customs  of  her  country  just  for  old  acquain- 
tance sake.  Another  man  wanted  me  to  write 
an  address  in  some  ^outlandish  tongue/  but 
then  a  difficulty  arose  as  to  who  should  read 
it— at  last  they  have  come  to  the  wise  con« 
elusion  that  a  plain  address^  which  young 
John  O'Leary  is  to  read^  will  best  suit  them^ 
and  he  has  come  twenty  times  to  read  it  over 
that  you  may  understand  i  him.  Never  was  a 
sovereign's  accession  to  the  throne  hailed  with 
greater  joy — certainly  not  with  half  the  since- 
rity that  these  poor  people  will  welcome  you  of 
age — Oh^  their  genuine  attachment^  pure  and 
warm^  is  delightful,  and  I  fervently  hope>  my 
dear  Manuel,  that  you  will  live  many,  many 
happy  years  among  them  ;''  he  wrung  the 
young  man's  hand  affectionately. 

^'  I  am  quite  sute  of  your  good  wishes. 
Father  Owen/'  replied  Manuel,  ''but  you 
must  come  up  to-morrow  early,  to  Coomcame, 
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and  spend  the  day  with  us.  On  Sunday,  I 
thought  I  should  meet  you  and  engage 
you." 

"It  was  my  turn  to  go  to  C— -  chapel, 
and  a  long  ride  it  is  for  an  old  man  like  me ; 
however^  you  see  exercise  agrees  with  me.  I 
will  be  with  you  to-morrow  by  break  of  day 
"^will  that  do  7^  asked  he,  laughingly. 

"The  earlier  the  better^  father  Owen/'  said 
Manuel,  "  on  the  morrow,  I  wish  to  petition  my 
father  to  forgive  Charlotte,  and  I  wish  for  your 
voice  to  second  my  request.'^ 

"  Tou  shall  have  it^  my  boy,**  answered 
the  priest—"  and  my  blessing  on  your  under- 
taking." 

The  parish  of  which  Father  MacCarthy  was 
the  priest  was  of  great  extent,  though  for  the 
most  part  extremely  poor-— he  with  one  cu* 
rate  did  all  the  duty  of  it — and  attended  in 
turns  at  the  only  two  chapels  it  then  could 
boast,  they  were  ten  miles  apart,  yet  they 
cheerfully  fulfilled  their  mission;  and,  how- 
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ever,  great  the  distance,  neither  it,  nor  cold, 
nor  rain  prevented  their  hastening  willingly  to 
attend  the  sick. 

Little  Mary  and  Camilla  O'CarroU  sat  next 
morning  in  the  drawing  room,  at  Coomcarne 
Park,  looking  out  wistfully  at  the  rain,  which 
fell  in  torrents. 

•*What  a  pity,  it  is  wet?^  said  Camilla, 
*'  our  bonfire  will  not  light,  and  it  is  so  nicely 
made  up.*' 

"  It  may  be  dry  in  the  evening,  Cammie,'' 
said  Mary,  <*and  you  know,  bonfires  are  never 
lighted  until  dark.'' 

^  But  I  intended  lighting  my  little  bonfire 
after  breakfast,''  replied  Camilla,  ^^  and  Manuel 
would  have  been  so  surprised,  and  so  pleased 
too — Oh!  I  declare  there  is  a  small  bit  of 
blue  in  the  sky,"  added  she,  clapping  her 
hands  gaily — *^  Oh  !  'tis  gone  now — sis- 
ter." 

**  It  will  come  agun,  Cammie,'*  said  Mary. 

<^What  will  come  again,  my  little  sedate 
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Bister/'    asked    Manuel,     coming     into    the 
room. 

**  Don't  tell  him/'  urged  Cammie. 

"  But  you  forget  my  little  pet,'*  said  he, 
kissing  her,  <^that  this  is  my  birth*day,  and 
that  I  am  complete  master  here  to-day — so  tell 
me." 

**  Twas  only  a  bit  of  blue  sky,  brother," 
said  Mary. 

"  Are  you  really  twenty-one  to-day,  Manuel? 
— oh,  so  old — I  should  not  like  to  be  twenty- 
one,  I  would  rather  be  my  own  age,"  said 
Cammie. 

*^  What  is  in  that  box,  Manuel/'  asked  she, 
as  a  servant  came  in  with  a  large  box. 

^^  We  will  try,'*  said  Manuel,  and  he  com- 
menced unpacking — there  were  two  beautiful 
workboxes,  a  number  of  childrens'  story-books 
— a  large'  wax  doll,  beautifully  dressed — and  a 
small  writing  desk. — ^The  doll  is  for  Cammie — 
and  the  desk  for  Mary— and  a  box,  and  six 
pretty  books  for  each/* 
F  5 
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«  Ob^  thank  you ! — ^thank  you  ^  dear  good 
Manuel/'  said  Cammie,  jumping  about,  **  Oh, 
my  beautiful  doll,  I  will  call  her  Lotta,  I  de^ 
clare — no  mamma  m^ht  not  like  that,  so  I 
will  call  her  Alicia,  Manuel^  after  your  friend, 
Alicia  Ma8terton*^-**but  Manuel  was  gone. 

"  Is  not  he  very  good  to  us?*^  said  Mary, 
^  come,  let  us  call  Miss  Maiden  to  see  them  ? 
there  is  the  breakfast  bell.^ 

'* Father,  are  you  going  to  the  library?'* 
asked  Manuel  when  they  rose  from  the  break- 
fast table. 

"If  you  wish  it  my  son,'^ replied  Mr.  Q'Car- 
roll,  and  together,  they  entered  the  room. 

Manuel  shi:^  the  door,  and  advanced  to  the 
table,  near  which  his  father  had  seated  him» 
self. 

"Dear  father,*^ said  he,  '•^I  am  to-day,  of 
age,  and  during  the  whole  of  my  life,  I  have 
found  you  the  best,  the  kindest  of  fathers,  never 
yet  can  I  remember  your  refusing  me  a  re- 
quest-^now  I  hope  on  this  day  you  will  grant 
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me  a  favor — a  great>  and  much  wished-for 
favor — on  which  a  great  deal  of  my  happiness, 
and  of  all  our  happiness  depends — may  I  trust 
you  will — dear  father  ?" 

"  Manuel,  my  dear  boy/'  replied  his  father, 
**  there  is  only  one  request  I  could  refuse  you," 
—he  paused. 

^^  Father,^'  said  Manuel,  '*  on  this  day  of 
rejoicing,  the  dearest  of  our  family  circle  are 
away-^Henry  by  his  own  wish,  and  Charlotte 
by  her  too  unthinking  marriage— -she  did  wrong, 
I  know  it — she  is  young,  and  regrets  her  fault 
bitterly,  I  am  sure — ^then  on  this  day,  will  you 
grant  me  forgiveness  for  her — make  her  happy 
and  make  ua  all  so— •say  you  even  forgive  her 
—you  need  not  see  her." 

'*  Manuey  said  his  father,  much  agitated, 
**  this  is  the  only  request  I  could  refuse  you," 
he  paused—'^  your  sister  has  grieved  me  more 
than  you  can  know-Hshe  was  my  pride — my 
best  loved  child,  and  she  treated  me  worse 
i.han  crueUy**«had  I  been  a  harsb>   unkind 
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father  to  her  it  might  have  been  some  excuse 
tor  her  undutiful  conduct — ^bat  I  was  ever  in-» 
dulgent  to  her — I  never  thwarted  her  wishes^ 
and  this  is  the  return  she  made  me — ManueU 
I  will  try  to  forget  her — ^but  forgive  her — I 
cannot — I  will  not— never — never":— a  tear 
trembled  in  his  eye — ^he  brushed  it  away. — 
^  Do  not  let  this  refusal  annoy  you,  my  dear 
son — but  cheer  up  n^w— you  must  soon/* 
added  hej  mildly,  ''get  a  wife  to  fill  her 
place/* 

The  day  continued  rainy,  yet  amid  all  the 
rain,  the  inhabitants  of  the  little  hamlet  came 
up  to  Coomcame  Park,  and  one  among  thetn 
read  Manuel  a  simple,  but  touching  address ; 
he  replied  to  it  in  a  very  friendly  manner,  and 
concluded  by  hoping  they  would  all  drink  his 
health ;  and  many  a  hearty  cheer,  and  sincere 
wish,  he  got  from  the  assembled  crowd. 

They  returned  quietly  to  their  homes,  where 
each  family  was  supplied  by  Mr.  O'CarroU 
with  a  good  dinner ;  and  the  evening  dearing 
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up,  they  lighted  the  bonfires,  and  passed  most 
part  of  the  night  in  dancing  merrily  round 
them. 

At  Coomcame  Park,  a  large  party  met  to 
dine,   among   them    Lord    ArchgoIIe,    whose 

regiment  was  still  quartered  in  W ;  and 

if  each  of  thait  assembled  party  in  the  drawing 
room  before  dinner,  had  ^oWen  their  thoughts,, 
they  would  have  said  how  much  they  missed 
Charlotte  from  among  them — and  surely  had 
her  father  known  how  often  her  thoughts  re-^ 
verted  to  them  during  that  day  and  night,  ho 
would  have  granted  her  his  forgivenesSi. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


After  a  tedious  journey  Roland'a  segiment 
entered  Carlisle^  and  Charlotte  thought^  as  she 
drove  through  the  town^  she  had  neves  seen  a 
more  cheerful  or  prettier  place;  the  extreme 
neatness  of  all  around  delighted  her^  and  she 
hoped  their  barrack  quartern  would  correspond 
with  all  she  saw ;  but  in  this  she  was  doomed  ^ 

to  feel  disappointment.  An  officer's  wife  cer- 
tainly requires  to  possess  a  love  of  neatness 


THE   BLOPXHENT.  I'll 

and  regularity,  with,  energy  enough  to  have 
her  rooma  kept  in  order.  I  have  visited  many 
barracks.  I  have  seen  the  slovenly,  ilLregu-^ 
latedy  and  ill-mani^d  rooms  of  the  fine 
lady,  who  is.too  indolent  to  exert  herself,  and 
whose  servants  do  not  regret  her  negligence* 
I  have  seen  the  cheerful,  well-arranged  rooms 
of  the  active  wife,  where  everything  was  as 
it  ought  to  be,  and  the  very  plain  furniture 
looked  to.  advantage— 4uid  I  have  marked,  the 
di&rence«^ 

Charlotte'is  predecessors,  in  the  occupatioa 
of  her  rooms,  were  a  middle-aged  lady,  her 
husband,  who  was  generally  out  amusing  him-^ 
self,  and  various  children  of  various  ages*  The 
lady  was  too  indolent  for  any  exertion — the 
children  ill  taken  care  of;  and  Charlotte  there* 
fore  found  they  had  left  their  quarters  in  such 
a  dirty  and  untidy  state,  she  almost  despaired 
of  being  able  to  render  them  as  she  would  wish, 
to  see  thenu    Roland  was  quite  enraged  when, 
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he  saw  the  rooms  that  had  been  allotted  them, 
and  he  complained  of  it,  but  there  was  no  re- 
dress, no  other  quarters  could  he  get*  He 
M^ent  out  early  next  morning,  in  very  bad  hu- 
mour, and  Charlotte  lost  not  a  moment  in 
trying  to  imi{)rove  the  state  of  the  rooms;  and 
with  Ellen,  and  an  assistant's  help,  she  got  the 
sitting  room  well  arranged  before  dinner  hour. 
Many  a  time  Ellen  asked  her  mistress  to  de- 
sist, that  she  would  fatigue  herself,  but  Char- 
lotte thought  nothing  a  trouble  for  Roland, 
and  when  he  came  in  and  praised  the  meta- 
morphose she  had  performed  on  the  before 
dingy  apartment,  how  pleased  she  felt.  During 
their  journey  from  Edinburgh  Charlotte  suffer- 
ed much  from  Roland's  difficulty  in  being 
pleased,  and  very  gladly  she  found  herself  again 
settled  in  barracks* 

"  You  are  really  a  tidy  housekeeper,  Char- 
lotte/' said  Roland,  surveying  the  altered  rooms 
next  day«     I  like  these  quarters   now    much 
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better  than  our  Edinburgh  ones.  I  hope  we 
shall  be  left  here  some  time — ^moving  is  so 
troublesome/' 

He  had  not  much  of  the  trouble,  however-^ 
thanks  to  his  gentle  wife'a  activky. 

*^  There  are  some  really  pretty  walks  about 
the  town,"  continued  Roland ;  •*  I  wandered  a 
good  deal  about  yesterday  while  you  were 
cleansing  and  beautifying,  so  come  now,  as  the 
day  is  fine,  I'll  lead  you  a  pleasant  ramble. 
We  will  choose  first  a  ramble  on  this  walk,''* 
said  he,  leading  Charlotte  towards  that  which 
ascended  the  hill  towards  the  castle,  '^for  it 
has  vergr  fine  views,  which  you  are  so  fond 
of." 

It  was  a  beautiful  April  forenoon,  and  the 
spring,  unusually  forward  that  year,  was  in 
its  first  beauty.  In  one  part  of  the  walk  a 
rustic  seat  had  been  erected,  and  they  sat 
down,  and  certainly  the  scene  before  them  was 
a  lovely  one — the  pretty  town,  with  the  thin^ 
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blue  SBioke  rising  gracefully  through  the  clear 
air,  looked  weU^  and  the  nv%rs  glided  on  be-* 
low  it,  sparkling  on  their  way. 

« This  day  two  years,"  said  Charlotte,  ^  I 
left  school,  H9W  free  I  felt  when  seated  by 
my  dear  father  in  the  diligence,  and  I  thought  I 
was  no  longer  a  school  girl,  but  yet  how  long 
that  journey  from  Paris  seemed  until  ve  reach* 
ed  home,'' 

*^  You  did  not  think  then  you  would  tose  your 
Hberty  again  so  soon,  Charlotte,^  said  Roland  ; 
^or,  I  suppose  if  you  had  any  visionary 
dreams  of  married  life,  you  were  bent  on  being 
at  least  a  Dudiess,  with  castles,  and  coronet* 
ted  coaches,  and  jewels  innumerable,  and  ser* 
vants  not  to  be  counted/' 

^'  No,  indeed,''  replied  she,  gaily,  '^  my  ima- 
gination never  led  me  to  such  bfty  aspira* 
tions ;  my  first  resolve  at  dl  about  matrimony 
was  taken  at  my  first  ball,  which  was  given  at 
home  for  me,  about  a  month  after  my  return 
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from  school.  I  then  overheard  the  conversa* 
tion  of  two  officers,  one  of  whom  declaimed 
against,  the  present  race  of  yonng  ladies,  who 
were  too  sensible  to  make  mene  love  matches^ 
and  I  resolved  that  if  ever  I  married  it  should 
be  for  love** 

**Avery  wise,  resolve,  truly,**  said  Roland, 
^and  pray  who  was  the  very  first  happy  man 
that  strengthened  this  resolution  P** 

"You  need  not  ask  that,  dearest  Roland,'* 
answered  she,  tenderly. 

«  Oh,  you  know  I  was  not  the  firdy  Char*, 
lotte,**  exelaiftied  he. 

Jiist  then  a  gentleman  advanced  and  took 
off  his  hat  very  politely.  He  addressed  Roland 
with  "  I  beg  pardon,  sir,  but  I  think  I  had  the 
honour  of  meeting  you  before/' 

**  Possibly,  sir/*  replied  Roland,  a  little 
haughtily,  "  but  where  I  don't  remember.*' 

"You  were  some  years  at  S CoUegie> 

sir, — ^were  }0U  not?**  asked  the  stranger* 
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^  Tea,  sir/*  said  Roland,  <<  I  was  four  years 
there/' 

''  And  don't  you  remember  Hesketh  Dalton, 
for  some  time  a  master  there/*  pursued  the 
stranger. 

'*  Oh,  indeed,  I  do,"  said  Roland,  rising  and 
taking  his  hand  very  friendly,  ^  1  should  be  a 
dull  fellow  if  I  forgot  one  that  so  often  amused 
me.'' 

**  You  see,  Percie,  I  took  the  liberty  of  an 
old  acquaintance  with  you.  I  called  just  now 
at  your  quarters, — I  hope  you  continue  to  like 
the  army, — it  did  not  like  me  much  though.--* 
Ha  !  ha !  ha  P'  and  Mr.  Dalton  indulged  in  a 
hearty  chuckle. 

"I  like  the  army  very  well,'*  replied  Ro- 
land ;  **  are  you  quartered  here  ?" 

•*You  never  would  believe  it,  I  dare  say 
Percie,*'  said  Mr.  Dalton,  apparently  highly 
pleased  with  what  he  was  going  to  communi- 
cate, '^but  I  am  married.-— Ha !   ha!   ha!  I 
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live  at  a  little  snuggery  —you  can  see  it,  there, 
below,  on  the  edge  of  the  river  Eden — there 
the  house  with  the  red  face.<^Hal  ha!  ha! 
Is  this  your  sister  ?^'  added  he,  aside- 
Charlotte  was  still  seated  on  the  rustic 
seal** 

"  No,*'  said  Roland,  "  come,  I*U  introduce 
you/'  and  he  advanced  to  Charlotte,  and  said, 
^<  Charlotte  allow  me  to  present  you  to  an  old 
friend  of  mine,->— one  who  saved  me  many  an 

hour's  punishment,  at  S college,  and  who 

has  had  the  folly  to  get  married/^ 

<<Ha!  ha!  ha !"  chimed  in,  Mr.  Dal- 
ton. 

'<  Captain  Hesketh  Dalton^^my  wife,  Mrs* 
Percie/' 

^'  Oh,  no !  not  your  wife  $    I  know  she  is 

your  sister;  what  would  a  boy  like  you>  do 

with  a  wife. — Ha  1   ha  I  ha !''  said  the  Cap«> 

tain. 

*^  Tour  friend.  Captain  P^cie,"  said  Char^ 
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lotte^  gaily,  <^  though  a  boy/has  had  the  folly 
to  iget  married/^ 

**  When  I  see  you,  madam,''  said  Mr.  Dal* 
ton,  very  gallantly,  ^^I  cannot  feel  surpris* 
ed J' 

^  At  his  folly,  aye?''  questioned  Roland. 

^.Mrs.  Ddton,"  continued  he><' shall  have 
the  honour  of  calling  on  you  to-morrow,  Mrs. 
Percie,  and  if  we  can  be  of  any  service  to  you 
during  your  stay  in  Carlisle,  we  shall  be  very 
happy% 

Charlotte  thanked  him,  gracefully. 

**Come,''  said  Roland,  **you  may  as  well 
continue  your  walk  with  us  $  I  am  dying  with 
curiosity  to  knew  how  you  got  manied.'' 

'^  Why,  my  woes  and  my  trials  are  a  long 
tale,''  replied  the  Captain,  as  he  was  called, 
with  a  ^*  ha !  ha  I  ha !  Tou  knew  me  at  S— — 
college,  as  a  Lieutenant  in  his  Majestjr'o 
foot.  Well,  I  had  been  in  the  army,  Percie, 
dxteen  years  before  then*    I  left  this  town. 
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Where  t  #as  born,  when  I  was  only  eighteen, 
Imd  I  saw  many  a  clime  and  encountered 
many  dangers,  and  became  a  Lieutenant,  and 
got  the  appointment.  You  knew  me  at  S— «^ 
coUege:  #eU,  befixre  I  went  to  the  wars,  I 
had  lost  my  heart*— I  beliere  most  young  men 
do  the  -same-^Ha  t  ha  !  ha )  my  lady-love 
dwelt,  not  in  a  cottage,  but  in  a  very  aristo- 
cratic mansion,  near  the  romantic  town  of 
Brampton^  and  as  she  lost  he^  heart  to  me, 
we  used  sometimes  on  a  Sunday  to  meet ;  I 
thought  nothing  then  of  the  nine  miles  walk, 
backwards  and  forwards  every  morning  and 
evening.  I  went  away,  each  of  course  had 
vowed  eternal  constancy,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.  I  returned*  in  two  years,  still  a  jolly 
ensign,  and  I  need  not  tell  you  I  lost  no  time 
im  g<Mng  to  Brampton,  and  seeing  my  true 
love^  she  had  been  constant,  she  was  then 
eighteen  and  I  twenty,  and  she  was  an  only 
daughter,  and  entitled  to  a  good  fortune;  she 
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had  two  brothen. — Her  mother  was  d^ad>  but 
her  father  lived  and  idolized  her,  and  well  he 
tnay,^  added  he,  in  a  low  voice :  *' Well,  Per- 
cie,  I  nrged  her  to  marry  me ;  she  made  me 
apply  to  her  father — he  turned  me  indignantly 
out  of  his  house,  and  I  vainly  tried  to  make 
her  elope — to  leave  her  fortune  there,  and  to 
trust  to  me  for  support — she  could  live  on  a 
little,  she  said,  but  to  disobey  her  father^  to 
marry  without  his  Consent,  she  would  not 
do.^ 

Charlotte  trembled. 

*'  To  shorten  my  tale,^  said  Captain  Dalton, 
'^  I  again  left  her,  her  parting  words  were :  '  do 
not  despair,  we  may  be  happy  yet,'  we  kept 
hope  alive,  and  at  the  end  of  eighteen  years 
courtship,  we  were  married — ^ha !  ha !  ha !  her 
father  had  died,  leaving  her  mistress  of  a  com- 
fortable fortune — and  then  she  asked  me  to 
marry  her — ^hal  ha!  ha  I  she  returned  my 
compliment>  she  said*    And  now  we  are  ^  as 
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happy  as  the  days  are  long/  as  the  tale  book 
says — ^ha!  ha!  ha!'* 

What  a  lesson  this  little  tale  conveyed  to 
Charlotte,  she  pondered  on  it  many  a  time 
daring  the  day,  and  afterwards  the  real  happi- 
ness of  Mr.  Dalton  and  his  wife  often  brought 
before  her,  her  own  situation — ^her  little 
strength  in  complying  with  Roland's  desire  of 
eloping. 


VOL.   II. 
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CHAPTER  XL 


Next  day,  Roland  went  out  early  with  some 
of  his  brother  officers  on  a  shooting  party,  and 
Charlotte  after  breakfiut  sat  down  to  write  to 
her  dear  Henry,  she  knew  he  was  soon  to  re- 
turn home,  and  she  urged  him,  if  their  father 
consented,  to  pay  her  a  visit.  She  had  finish- 
ed the  letter,  a  long  affectionate  one  it 
was,  and  sat  at.  her  writing  desk  despite 
herself  instituting    a     comparison     between 
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her  conduct  and  that  of  Mrs.  Dalton's^  \irhen 
ahe  was  roased  by  a  merry  laugh  outaide, 
ahe  looked  into  the  barrack  square^  and  there 
ahe  saw,  driving  a  small  pony  pheton,  Mr.  DaU 
ton,  and  by  his  side  sat  a  lady,  "  they  are  surely 
coming  to  visit  us,''  said  Charlotte,  **  I  have  a 
great  idea  of  not  being  at  home/'  but  then  she 
remembered  he  was  Roland's  friend,  and  she 
received  him  very  friendly. 

Mrs.  Dalton  accompanied  him,  and  Char- 
lotte thought  they  both  looked  the  very  per- 
sonification of  happiness. 

Mr.  Dalton's  woes  and  trials,  as  he  called 
his  life,  were  varied — ^the  younger  son  of  a 
country  gentleman  who  possessing  but  the  rem- 
nant of  a  very  old  estate,  could  do  little  to  give 
him  the  means  of  support — ^he  entered  the 
army  at  eighteen,  and  at  six-and-thirty  found 
himself  still  a  Lieutenant,  with  nothing  but 
bia  commission  to  support  him — he  sold  out, 
and  married* 

From  his  childhood  he  had  been  blessed 
G  3 
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with  a  very  cheerM  temper-^nothing  could 
ruffle  its  placidity — every  aiiDoyance-*-every 
disappointment  he  resigned  himself  to  with 
the  consolatory  reflection-^'^fiietting  does  no 
good — I  must  hope  for  brighter  days/' — or, 
*^  better  luck  next  time/*  and  his  gay  heart 
still  hoping  often  almost  against  hope,  kept 
his  spirits  up  under  the  most  depressing  cir- 
cumstances, and  now  that  love  of  fortune  had 
favored  him,  his  gaiety  was  quite  infectious. 
He  had  the  most  animated,  pleasant  counte* 
nance — you  could  not  call  it  a  handsome  face — ^ 
nor  certainly  could  you  call  it  a  plain  one — ^yet 
the  grey  eyes  were  most  sparkling,  and  the 
always  smiling  mouth,  disclosed  a  set  of  very 
regular,  and  very  white  teeth,  and  his  fore- 
head was  well  shaped. 

Mrs.  Dalton  appeared  older  than  he  did, 
though  in  reality  she  was  two  years  his  junior 
— her  face  was  not  handsome  either,  but  its 
very  paleness  was  interesting,  and  her  sweet 
contented  expression  shone  in  her  blue  eyes. 
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and  then  every  thing  her  husband  said^  she 
seemed  delighted  with. 

Charlotte  thought  them  a  very  enviable 
pair. 

'^  I  hope  you  like  Carlisle,  Mrs.  Percie/'  said 
Mrs.  Dalton,  in  the  sweetest,  gentlest  tones 
imaginable. 

'^  From  what  I  have  seen  of  it,  I  do  like  it 
extremely,"  said  Charlotte,  <*the  conflux  of 
the  three  rivers  has  a  pretty  effect.'' 

*^  You  have  not  been  here  before  I  suppose 
Mrs.  Percie?''  asked  Mr.  Dalton. 

**Yes,**  replied  she,  *' I  passed  one  night 
here  in  January  last — when  Captain  Percie 
and  I  were  returning  to  Edinburgh." 

'^  Can  you  tell  me,  Mrs.  Percie,'*  enquired 
he,  **  if  Mr.  Percie,  your  father-in-law,  is  quite 

well — he    occasionally    visited   S college 

when  your  husband  was  there,  and  I  do  really 
think  I  never  met  a  more  agreeable  man.*' 

'^  I  am  happy  in  being  able  to  assure  you 
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he  is  quite  well,'^  answered  Charlotte,  *'  we 
passed  the  Christmas  at  his  vicarage." 

After  some  general  conversation,  Mr.  Dalton 
asked,  <^  what  part  of  England  she  was  from/' 

^'I  am  not  English,"  said  Charlotte,  and  she 
felt  herself  blush. 

*'  Then  Scotch,**  pursued  Mr.  Dalton. 

^^  Nor  Scotch  neither,''  said  she,  smiling, 
and  added^  '^  perhaps,  you  will  be  shocked  to 
hear,  your  friend  Roland  actually  married  a 
wild  Irish  girl." 

^*  You  have  not  the  brogue,  Mrs.  Pcrcie/' 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Dalton. 

<^  Nevertheless,  I  am  very  happy  to  say  I 
am  Irish,"  said  Charlotte,  gaily,  ^'  and  more- 
over from  Munster/' 

^*  My  best  friends  were  your  countrymen, 
Mrs.  Percie,"  said  Mr.  Dalton,  ^  I  have  found 
them  through  life,  steadfast  honest  men'—«l- 
ways  ready  to  do  a  kind  action,  and  never 
heeding  their  own  trouble.-^Once  in  the  West 
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Indies,  I  should  have  died  of  fever,  but  for  an 
Iridiinan,  whose  kiodtiess  to  me  could  m>t  be 
surpassed,  and  poor  fellow^  he  died  afterwards 
in  London  of  a  typhus  fever.'' 

*' During  which,  Hesketh  attended  him  day 
and  nighty  Mrs«  Percie/'  said  Mrs*  Dalton* 

'*  After  that  declaration  on  the  part  of  my 
wife,  I  must  be  off-^ha  1  ha !  ha  I"  exclaimed 
Mr,  Didton,  rtstiig  from  his  dbair  ;  and  desiring 
many  kind  messages  to  Roland^  he  took  bis 
departure. 

<<  I  am  anxious  to  sde  their  '  snuggery,' '' 
said  Rotand  next  morning,  i&s  he  add  Char- 
lotte were  talkii^  otisr  the  visit  of  the  DaW 
to»'s,  *'  dud  as  they  tf  e  sudh  friendly  people 
we  may  as  well  return  thefar  visit  to*diiy«'' 

She  had  »o  objection  to  do  any  thiug  her 
husband  wished^  so  they  set  ouC  on  fdOt^  the 
day  being  fine,;  and  tfter  some  trouble  tliey 
found  out  Gaptakt  Ddton's  dwdling*  A  short 
avenue  led  to  the  house,  and  Arougb  n  v^y 
white  galte,  Boland  and  Charlotte  entered  it 
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The  road  looked  as  if  it  had  been  just  swept, 
and  on  each  side  of  it  was  a  plantation  of 
about  three  feet  wide,  which  looked  as  if  the 
earth  had  been  just  dug.  There  was  first  a 
a  box  hedge,  looking  newly  trimmed ;  and  in- 
side this,  a  row  of  laurestinas  and  laurels,  al- 
ternately, all  the  very  same  height — and  then 
came  rows  of  Scotch  fir  larch,  and  elms,  in  the 
back  ground.  Charlotte  thought  she  never 
saw  so  neat  a  place.  The  house  was  in  keep- 
ing with  the  approach  to  it :  it  was  a  small, 
brick  mansion,  with  windows,  the  sashes  paint- 
ed so  white — a  hall  door  painted  such  a  very 
bright  green — and  a  small  flower-garden  oppo- 
site, looking  so  trim.  Every  thing  within  was 
equally  in  order.  Captain  Dalton  met  them 
in  the  hall,  and  welcomed  them  to  Fan-Lodge. 
'*  I  called  it  Fan-Lodge  after  Fanny,  my  wife,'' 
said  he,  ^'  and  many  call  it  Fun-Lodge.''  He 
ushered  them  into  a  very  cheerful  room,  and 
rang  the  bell  to  summon  Mrs.  Dalton. 

She  came  in  immediately,  and,  holding  by 
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her  dress,  followed  a  rosy-cheeked,  curly-patcd 
boy,  of  three  years'  old,  T^hom  his  father  in- 
troduced as  the  hope  of  their  family ;  and  he 
led  him  up  to  Charlotte. 

**  Nice,  pretty  lady,"  lisped  the  child,  trying 
to  climb  into  Charlotte's  lap. 

She  took  him  up,  for  she  was  very  fond  of 
children,  and  he  was  soon  the  best  friends 
possible  with  her. 

'*  I  have  a  sweet  little  sister,"  said  Master 
Dalton,  "  and  I  would  bring  her  to  you,  only 
she  is  asleep." 

The  visit  ended.  Captain  Dalton  walked  back 
to  Carlisle,  with  them  and  amused  her  highly, 
during  the  walk,  with  anecdotes  of  his  life. 
Once  he  was  ice  bound,  on  the  northern 
coast  of  America,  and  nearly  starved  to  death 
— another  time  he  was  almost  roasted  alive 
with  heat,  at  Sierra  Leone — and  the  remem-* 
brance  of  all  only  made  him  laugh,  now  they 
were  all  over. 

During  the  stay  of  their  regiment  in  Carlisle 
o  5 
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the  Percies  and  Daltons  were  v^  intimate. 
The  8ttiiimer  came  and  went,  and  though  Ro- 
land often  treated  Charlotte  eoldty,  she  fell 
she  loved  him  each  day  more  and  xnore.  The 
autumn  approaehed^  and  the  tovn  was  all  in  a 
bustle,  preparing  fov  the  laees,  which  were  to 
be  held  on  the  <'  Swifls,''  on  the  banks  of  the 
Eden.,  None  of  the  officers  took  a  greatet 
interest  in  the  coming  festivities  than  Roland^ 
and  Barton  had  promiaed  to  come  to  them  for 
the  races.  Chariolte  too  anticipated  the  gaie<» 
ties,  and  was  determined  to  try  and  enjoy 
them*. 

A  week  befose  the  raees  Barton  arrived, 
very  gay*.  He  had  quite  recovered  poor  Emma 
Jjeslie's  death.  He  remarked  to  Roland^  how 
very  deliieate  Charlotte  looked.  '^  She  had  had 
a  slight  eMy  for  some  days,**  she  said,  ^  it  was. 
nothing  to  signify.'^ 

The  theatre  was  opened  the  night  after  Bar^ 
ton's  arrival,  and  Roland  asked  her  to  come 
with  them  to  see  the  performance.    She  had 


BOftft  hint  anBgwit^  thAt  nlw  AH  wmag  in 
going  ta  a  beat^  home  #4th  #  ^d^  but*  flta 
wal»  yoang,  adcl  sbef  did  lioe  #Mtot;^  dttf  j^iid^ 
sure. 

The  morning  of  the  races  came,  and  found 
ber3  too  ill  to  leave  her  bed,  with  a  violent  in- 
flammation of  her  lungs. 

Roland  upbraided  her  with  her  careless- 
ness. 

She  urged  him  sweetly  to  enjoy  himself, 
without  her ;  such  advice  was  not  necessary, 
for  he  was  as  gay  as  if  she  were  well,  and  on 
the  course  all  day.  He  attended  the  ordina- 
ries, and  did  not  come  home  until  very  late, 
and  went  off  early  and  contented  himself  with 
only  an  enquiry  as  to  how  his  poor  young  wife 
was. 

Once  during  the  gaieties,  be  walked  into 
her  darkened  room;  he  listened  at  her  bed- 
side, and  he  knew  by  her  heavy  breathing  she 
was  asleep,  and  he  went  off  without  disturbing 
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her ;  though  had  he  awakened  her  a  kind  word 
from  him  would  have  been  more  refreshing 
than  the  soundest  sleep^  for  in  her  sickness 
she  deeply  felt  his  neglect. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


TiMB^  which  in  general  to  the  young,  flieik 
quickly  by,  to  Charlotte  appeared  to  lag  with 
heavy  flight,  and  why? — ^because  she  was  un- 
happy. Two  years  had  now  passed  since  her 
marriage,  and  each  succeeding  month  marked 
the  increasing  carelessness  and  coldness  of  her 
husband,  towards  her;  for  the  first  year  he 
had,  at  times,  apparently  been  a  fond  hus- 
band, but  Charlotte  felt  he  was  unsteady  in 
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his  attachment,  and  how  deeply  and  devotedly 
she  loved  him ;  his  walks  with  her  were  given 
up  for  rides  or  drives  with  some  of  his  gay 
brother  officers  ;  he  was  always  willing  to 
leave  his  wife  to  her  solitary  dinner,  if  he  were 
asked  to  join  any  merry  party. 

Charlotte  bore  hi&  neglect  withoat  a  mur- 
mur, in  his  presence  she  was  always  gay,  and 
he  never  could  complain  that  she  repined  at 
her  lot. 

Sometimes,  at  very  rare  intervals,  Roland's 
better  feelings  would  conquer  his  love  of 
change  aad  of  pleasure,  and  he-  woiikl  give  up 
£or  a  day  or  two.  any  engagements  that  kept 
him  firom  home* 

Charlotte  would  bleaa  the  chance  happiness^ 
and  bear  mith  meek  resignation  hia  retunv  to 
hi9  old  habits.- 

Their  Kfftnemt  remainod  at  Carlisle  witil 
the  spnag  of  the  fUlowing  year,  and  firom 
tbeoce  removed  to  Chestei^  and  dunog-  tbia 
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time,  Charkitte  hid  heard  occasionally  of  her 
own  {arnHj,  through  the  kindneas  of  her  sole 
conespondeiiC,  Alicia  Masteiton,  and  to  her 
even  Roland  often  prevented  her  from  writ- 
ing. 

Maskuel  had  gcme  to  make  a  contineiftal 
tour*. 

Henry  had  paid  his  home  a  visit  of  several 
months  and  retamed  io  hi*  German  univer^ 
sity,  with  his  health  seemingly  cgaiie  re^sta»« 
bKshed,  and  during  his  atay^  Lord  Adrian 
Wihon  bad  passed  a  month  at  Coomcame 
Park. 

Charlotte  had  beeped  of  R^dand  to  allow 
her  to  ask  Henry  to  visit  tbem,  befWe  he  re- 
tsamed  to  Qermany,  but  a  refusal  from  him 
to  have  her  do  aoj^  made  her  regret  she  had 
thought  of  it. 

^  Y(Bir  fanrily^  hove  trtaited  me  vet y  badly, 
Charlotte^^  said  Roland,  ^  with  my  leave,  j<m 
jmk  slkidl  hme  oxx.  cacnmnunication  with  them^ 
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and  from  this  day  forward,  remember^  you 
must  not  continue  your  correspondence  with 
any  of  them^  nor  either  with  Miss  Master* 
ton. 

Poor  Charlotte  left  the  room  to  weep. 

Before  Henry  left^  she  had  a  long  and  very 
affectionate  letter  from  him,  regretting  he  had 
not  time  to  visit  her;  he  did  not  tell  the  real 
reason^  which  was,  his  father  did  not  wish 
him  to  do  so. 

Charlotte  was  saved  the  pang  of  know- 
ing how  much  her  father  still  felt  her  unduti- 
ful  conduct. 

From  Chester,  in  the  early  summer,  they 
visited  Marthorpe  Vicarage,  and  Charlotte 
being  then  in  very  delicate  health,  found  her 
mother-in-law^s  kind  attentions  to  her  a  very 
great  comfort. 

They  had  passed  a  month  here,  when  Ro* 
land  received  orders,  from  his  Commanding 
Officer,   to   join  his    regiment    immediately^i 
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as  it  was  under  orders  to  move  to  Dub- 
lin. 

"  I  think  I  had  better  leave  you  here, 
Charlotte/'  said  Roland,  the  evening  he  heard 
of  their  change  of  quarters,  **  as  your  health 
is  not  good,  you  cannot  bear  the  fatigue  of 
the  journey.** 

Oh !  do  not  dear  Roland,'*  said  she,  in  a 
gentle,  supplicating  tone ;  **  I  am  so  much 
stronger  now,  than  I  was,  I  can  bear  any 
fatigued  indeed,'*  and  tears  rose  in  her  eyes, 
for  she  feared  if  she  were  left  at  Marthorpe 
Vicarage,  how  careless  he  would  become,  and 
how  long  she  might  be  left  there." 

**  Very  well,"  replied  Roland,  coldly  enough, 
*'as  I  have  a  wife,  I  |uppose  I  must  take 
her  as  well  as  my  luggage,*'  and  he  went  off 
whistling. 

When  they  reached  Chester,  they  found  a 
new  Officer  and  his  wife  had  joined  in  their 
absence,   the    latter  an  uneducated  English- 
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woman  wad  in  the  greatest  state  of  agitation 
at  the  very  idea  of  going  to  Ireland,  however, 
her  husband  would  not  give  heed  to  her  alarms, 
so  she  found  herself  obliged  to  go. 

From  Liverpool  the  troops  sailed  for  Dublin, 
and  the  morning  of  the  daj  they  landed  there, 
being  beautifully  fine,  all  the  officers  of  the 
regiment,  and  some  of  Uieir  wives,  were  seated 
on  deck,  among  the  latter  was  Charlotte,  ga^ 
zing  intently  on  the  shores  of  her  native  land, 
and  near  her  was  the  new  officer's  lady,  Mrs. 
Sheepshanks. 

^  You've  no  idear  how  nervous  I  feel  at  the 
prospect  at  living  in  Ireland,*'  exclaimed  the 
latter  to  an  officer  that  stood  near  her.  ^  Are 
the  Hirish  really  so  s|vage^  as  I  hear.  Major 
Jervis  ?^'  asked  she. 

^l  never  found  them  savage,  ma'am,'' re* 
plied  the  Major,  coldly.  He  was  not  a  man 
of  many  words,  but  his  son,  a  yonng  Ensign^ 
was,  and  he,  hearing  Mrs.  Sheepshanks'  que8# 
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tion,  determined  to  have  some  fun  with 
her. 

*'Mj  father^  Mrs.  Sheepshanks,''  said  he 
smilingly,  ^'  does  not  know  the  Irish  so  well 
as  I  do;  they  are,  in  truth,  nothing  better 
than  mere  savages/' 

The  Major  walked  off  to  the  other  end  of 
the  deck* 

Charlotte  listened  amused,  despite  her  sad 
feelings. 

Oh  !  dear  me,"  said  Mrs.  Sheepshanks. 

**  And,''  continued  young  Jervis,  "  they  are 
a  most  blood-thirsty  nation,  having  no  more 
regard  for  a  dozen  lives  of  human  men  or 
women,  than  I  would  for  the  same  number 
of  birds,  were  I  on  a  shooting  party  :  they 
are  clad  savagely*— they  live  in  savage  huts, 
not  unlike  the  Indians'  wigwam,  and  they  fight 
with  awful  weapons  of  their  own  construction, 
which  they  nutnufacCure  in  the  woods,  and 
these  they  manage  very   dexterously  ;    they 
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seldom  eat  flesh  meat,  but  they  manage  to 
swallow  deep  potation  of  what  many  consider 
rank  poison.  Then  when  a  relation  die,  the 
friends  and  neighbours  all  collect  around  the 
corpse,  and  howl  and  shriek  in  such  a  manner 
that  you  may  fancy  you  are  living  in  the  ages 
of  ancient  Rome.  Oh,  Ireland  wants  civili- 
zation, for  my  part,  I  shall  take  care  not  to 
expose  myself  unnecessarily  to  these  savages,'' 
and  he  glanced  at  Charlotte,  whom  he  saw  un* 
derstood  him, 

*^  Oh  I  what  shall  I  do  V  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Sheepshanks,  in  terrified  tones. 

^^  While  the  regiment  remain  in  Dublin," 
said  young  Jervis,  fearing  she  would  expose 
him,  *^  you  may  consider  yourself  pretty  safe, 
and  Mrs.  Percie  will  tell  you  these  Irish  are 
not  always  so  ferocious.^' 

**  Were  you  ever  in  Ireland,  Mrs.  Percie  ?' 
enquired  Mrs.  Sheepshanks  turning  to  Chfur- 
lotte. 
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"Yes,**  was  Chariotte's  sole  reply,  for  she 
felt  iid  pity  for  one  so  ignorant. 

*'  And  were  you  ever  attacked  or  robbed  by 
these  savages  ?'* 

"  Never,  indeed,**  answered  she,  unable  tb 
restrain  a  smile. 

'^  I  hear  too,'*  continued  Mrs.  Sheepshanks^ 
<'  the  Hirish  brogue  is  so  dreadful,  there's  no 
understanding  it,  and  then  the  names  of  the 
people  are  so  frightful,  one  cannot  pronounce 
them,  and  that  they  eat  without  knives  or 
forks,  or  sometimes  plates/* 

**  It  is  true,"  replied  Charlotte^  *'  many  of 
the  Irish  names  are  difficult  to  be  pronounced, 
and  many  seem  'frightful  *  if  you  will  to  Eng- 
lish ears — but  compare  the  brogue  bad  as  it  is 
occasionally  to  the  patois  spoken  in  the  coun. 
try  parts  of  England — or  even  to  the  'cockney' 
of  London ;  and  you  may  find  one  is  as  pala- 
table to  the  ears  as  the  other — ^for  my  part,  I 
prefer  the  brogue  in  its  worst  state,  for  there 


142  THE   BLOPRMSNT. 

is  something  of  intellect  generally  found  with 
it,  to  the  almost  boorish  dialect  of  your  Shires, 
then  the  Irish  names  may  bear  comparison 
with  most  of  the  English  ones :  O'Shaugnessy, 
O'Donoghue,  O'CarroU,  MacCarthy,  O'SuUi- 
van,  O'Connell,  and  other  milesian  names,  are 
quite  as  pronounceable  and  as  refined,  to  my 
taste  at  least'^-as  Redshanks,  Slaughter,  H\g^ 
genbotham,  Tadhunter,  Pigg,  Hogg,  Cock* 
shoot.  Twopenny/ 

'^  And  Woodcock,  Sparrow,  Wren,  Partridge, 
Duck,  Swan,  Salmon,  Trout,  Crow,  Lamb, 
Kidd,  Wolfe,  Monkey,  and  innumerable  other 
names,  which  pleasantly  remind  one  of  ani^ 
mated  nature,'^  said  young  Jervis,  who  was  a 
very  pleased  listener  of  Charlotte's — ^and  him-> 
self  a  Welshman,  of  an  old  family,  felt  he 
could  laugh  at  the  English  names. 

"  Well  really,  Vd  no  idear,**  said  Mrs.  Sheep* 
shanks;  but  what  her  ufeor  was  die  left  her 
hearers  in   uncertainty  about,  but  evidently 
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■he  felt  somewhat  offended  at  the  list  of  names* 
Her  own  name  bad  been  Plover^  and  her  pa- 
sent  cognomen  was  not  very  pretty. 

Charlotte  saw  she  felt  hurt,  and  she  said, 
gently,  ^  I  am  Irish,  Mrs.  Sheepshanks,  there- 
fore you  will  not  be  surprised  at  my  warmth, 
and  I  hope,  before  you  leave  my  country,  you 
will  like  it,  as  one  must  do  when  they  know 
it.'' 

Mrs.  Sheepshanks,  however,  was  not  so  easi. 
ly  conciliated.  She  soon  rose  from  her  seat, 
and  went  to  her  cabin. 

Charlotte  undisturbed  thought  of  Aome,  and 
all  that  had  made  it  dear. 

*^I  admire  your  country,  dear  Charlotte,*' 
said  Roland,  coming  and  seating  himself  near 
her,  as  the  vessel  sailed  calmly  on  through 
that  beautiful  Dublin  bay,  and  feeling,  despite 
him,  a  tenderness  towards  his  poor  young 
wife. 

She  delightedly  pomted  out  all  the  localities, 
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and  much  of  her  sad  feelings  at  coming  again 
to  Ireland,  were  dispelled  by  his  attentions 
during  that  saiL 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


Dublin  is  a  fine — yes,  a  noble  citj.  Let  tra* 
vellers  condemn  it>  if  they  will,  and  Charlotte 
felt  proud  oi  it,  as  Roland,  for  the  first  week 
af  his  stay  there»  praised  its  squares  and  its 
fine  streets,  and,  above  all,  its  spacious  park. 
The  Percies  had  been  settled  there  nearly  three 
weeks,  and  all  the  officers  of  the  regiment 
were  loud  in  extolling  the  hospitality  they 
experienced  firom  its  inhabitants.  Charlotte's 
delicate  state  of  health^— she  was  near  her  first 

VOL.    II.  H 
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confinement — prevented  her  participating  in 
the  gaieties^  but  she  fdt  delighted  that  Roland 
should  enjoy  himself.  One  very  beautiful  July 
afternoon,  in  the  Phceniz  Park,  they  were 
stopped  and  accosted  by  young  Jervis,  and 
with  him  were  two  young  men,  whom  he  intro« 
duced  to  Charlotte  as  Mr*  Edmund  and  Mr. 
Thomas  O'Neill.    She   remembered  them  as 

young  lads,  living  in  the  town  of  W ,  but 

she  had  not  seen  them  since  she  left  school ; 
she  blushed  the  brightest  crimson  at  the  intro- 
duction, and  Mr.  Edmund  O'Neill,  recognising 
her,  said : 

**  It  is  many  years  now  since  we  met  Mrs. 
Percie*  I  have  only  been  in  town  a  week,  and 
I  came  hither  direct  from  W— -•  I  left  all 
your  family  well.  I  saw  your  father  the  very 
day  before  I  started.  Tom  and'  I  dined  at 
Coomcarne  Park.** 

She  bowed  her  thanks, — she -felt  she  could 
make  no  enquiries. 

Charlotte's    deep    feelings  about    her  own 


fiiiiiily  may  appear  overdrawn ;  but  then,  be  it 
Minembered,  her  nature  was  peculiarly  affec- 
tidtiate  and  senfiitive.  She  bad  been  brought 
ttp  the  idol  of  that  family— she  felt  her  fault 
towards  them,  and  she  too  felt  their  just  dis- 
pleasure at  it. 

**  Well,  Percie^'*  said  young  Jervis,  gaily— 
^  Fv6  settled  our  business^  and  not  a  small 
share  of  trouble  I  had.  Your  absence  was 
first  objected  to,  on  the  score  of  having  been 
a  Wanderer  lately;  and  then  my  governor  ob- 
jected  to  my  going,  on  the  score,  I  believe, 
that  I  did  not  know  how  to  behave  myself; 
but  that  objection  I  soon  overruled,  and  so  all 
is  right  now.  Tou  must  settle  the  time  of 
starting,  and  the  route  O'Neill  will  arrange. 

**  I  am  obliged  to  you,  my  dear  fellow,*'  re- 
jdied  Roland ;  ^  but  tell  me  who  make  up  our 
party?* 

"  Why,*  answered  Jervis,  **  in  the  first  place, 
Captain  Percic'-a  sedate,  trustable  person — 
H  3 
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to  whom  we  look^  Mrs,  Perde,''  said  he^  bow* 
ing  to  Charlotte^  ^'for  advice  and  guidance^  or^ 
as  young  ladies  would  say^  *'  to  matronise  us ; 
then  there  are  two  Milesians,  by  name  (VNeiU, 
lineal  descendants  of  *  Con^  of  the  hundred 
fights/  to  point  out  the  way,  not  to  glory,  but 
to  the  picturesque ;  there  is  Lieutenant  Prim^ 
rose,  who  can  sing,  smoke,  and  sketch ;  and 
Lieutenant  Reginald  Willoughby,  who  can 
drink,dance,and  drive  four  in  hand;  and,  though 
last,  not  lea8t,very  assuredly,  in  his  own  opinion 
— Ensign  Piers  ap  LI  welly  n  ap  Griffith  apEvan 
ap  Jervis, — a  young  gentleman  of  parts,  par- 
ticularly of  speech,  who  enjoys  life  and  does 
not  allow  care  to  darken  his  horizon.  Surely 
such  2^  party  were  never  seen  so  justly  formed 
to  meet  by  nature/^ 

^  We  shall  be  gay,  at  any  rate,  I  hope/' 
said  Roland;  ^'you  had  better,"  added  he, 
turning  to  the  O'Neills,  ^*  come  into,  my  quar- 
ters   this  evening  with  Jervis,   and  we  will 
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arrange  tlie  preliminaries,  and  Mrs.  Percie 
will  give  us  tea,  and  some  •  adviee  too^won't 
you  Charlotte  ?" 

^  With  great  pleasure  you  shall  have  both/' 
replied  she,  gracefully,  bowing  au  revair* 

Jervis  and  his  companions  went  ofi^  and  the 
Percies  pursued  their  drive. 

Roland  told  Charlotte  it  had  been  his  wish, 
since  he  came  to  Ireland,  to  make  a  tour 
through  the  country,  that  the  young  men  she 
heard  mentioned  were  anxious  to  join  him, 
and  that  now  they  had  obtained  a  short  leave 
of  absence — *'  only  a  month/'  said  he. 

Tears,  despite  her,  rose  in  Charlotte's  eyes, 
but  she  took  care  he  should  not  see  them,  and 
she  tried  to  converse  on  ordinary  subjects  with 
her  husband,  during  the  remainder  of  the 
drive. 

The  evening  came  and  brought  the  young 
men  punctually,  and  Charlotte  presided  at  her 
tea-table,  and  gave  her  advice  about  the  various 
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routes,  as  geilj  sjid  as  sweetly  as  if  she  were  to 
be  one  of  the  party. 

'^  We  shall  not  mind  a  visit  to  the  Giant's 
Causeway^  this  time/'  said  Roland,  ^  you  must 
remember  bow  limited  out  time  is." 

'^  Not  so  limited,  my  prudent  Captain/'  re- 
plied Jenris,  ^  we  have  full  six  weeks,  and, 
with  a  little  expedition,  ordinary  mortals  may 
see  a  great  deal  in  that  time.'^ 

*'  Agree  to  a  pilgrimage  to  the  north,  by  aU 
means,'^  said  the  elder  O'Neill,  ^^the  yiews 
along  the  northern  coasts  will  amply  repay 
you/^ 

^^  Then  we  can  slope  round  to  that  unpro- 
nounceable province,  Con-.nowght,  as  poor  dear 
Mrs.  Sheepshanks  would  say,''  observed  Jer* 
vis ;  ^  see  all  the  lakes  there — the  wilds  o^— 
of— what,0'NeiU?'^ 

«<  Of  Connemara,'*  replied  O'NeUl. 

^^  Then  whither  shall  we  bend  our  course> 
Mrs.  Perde?-^o  direct  us,"  said  youuf^ 
Jervis. 
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^Tou  could  go  down  the  upper  Shannon, 
to  Limerick/'  answered  she,  ^  the  scenery  on 
it  is  really  beautiful;  it  forms  several  lakes^ 
but  Lough  Derg  is  the  most  to  be  admired. 
Tourists,  I  thinky**  added  she,  smiling,  '^  should 
be  allowed  to  admire  where  they  please,  sim- 
ply shewn  the  routes,  and  allowed  unbiassed 
opinion." 

^Then  you  would  condemn  guides-book 
paragraphs  of-*^a  hill  gently  undulating,' — 
clothed  with  varied  foliage  sloping  to  the 
water's  edge, — ^  a  prospect  unaurpassed,'  rich 
woodlands^  and  hoary  ruins,''  said  Jervis, 
laughing. 

^  Certainly,''  answered  Charlotte ; ''  I  should 
prefer  guide  books  giving  merely  the  routes, 
and  distances,  and  advice  as  to  conveyances, 
but  not  calling  forth  one's  admiration*— forcing 
it,  I  may  say— -a  tourist  goes  travelling  with 
the  intention  of  admiring." 

«<  From  Limerick/'  said  Thomas  O'Neill  ;^ 
^'  we  can  reach  Killamey  in  a  day." 
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**The  coach  road  is,  for  the  most  part,  un- 
interesting," said  Charlotte.  ^*  I  would  re- 
commend gobg  down  the  Shannon  to  Tarbert, 
from  thence  to  Tralee,  and  then  on  to  KiU 
larney.'* 

**  You  will  give  us  a  sketch  of  a  tour,  dear 
Charlotte,*'  said  Roland,  feeling  delighted  with 
her  sweet  temper,  *^  and  then  we  can  follow  it, 
if  we  please.  This  is  Monday,  31st  of  July. 
Well,  we  cannot  start  before  Wednesday,  so 
you  will  write  it  for  me  to-morrow.'* 
'  *^  I  am  very  sorry  you  are  not  to  be  one  of 
our  party,  Mrs.  Percie,"  said  the  younger 
O'Neill,  ^'  I  remember  long  ago  you  used  to 
be  fond  of  rural  excursions.*' 

^*  But  now  I  am  grown  steady,"  said  Char- 
lotte, forcing  a  smile,  *^  and  you  know  variety 
it  is,  that  is  so  charming  in  these  tours,  I  have 
seen  all  the  lions  of  my  country — some  more 
than  once — but,"  added  she,  '^  I  shall  hear  all 
your  adventures  with  great  pleasure,  over  a  cup 
of  tea,  the  night  after  your  return  to  Dublin." 
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**We  shall  expect  something  wonderfiil, 
Charlotte/'  said  Roland,  with  a  slight  sneer, 
"  the  invitation  is  so  long.'* 

She  remembered  Loi'd  Adrian's  acceptance 
of  her  first  invitation,  since  which  she  had 
never  asked  a  guest." 

'^  We  may  have  something  wonderful  to  tell 
Mrs.  Percie,"  said  young  Jervis,  gaily ;  **  I 
expect  to  be  able  to  fill  several  volumes  with 
accounts,  of  all  we  shall  hear  and  see,  suffer 
and  enjoy.  I  intend  paying  Mrs.  Sheepshanks 
a  visit  of  adieu  to-morrow.  I  must  tell  you, 
Mrs.  Percie,  that  I  am  now  re-instated  in  the 
first  exalted  opinion  she  conceived  of  my  good 
sense  and  profound  learning — which  our  attack 
on  English  cognomens,  none  of  our  selections 
very  euphonious,  rather  lowered.  Two  days 
after  her  arrival  in  this  ^  dirty  town,'  as  she 
calls  it. — She  had  occasion  to  go  to  a  shop,  in 
leaving  which,  she  was  accosted  by  a  raggedly 
dressed  beggar  woman  with  a  legion  of  un- 
washed and  almost  undressed  children^ — ^the 
H     5 
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women  addreued  her  ia  her  native  Irish,  and 
poor  Mrs.  Sheepshanks  terrified^  hastily  re» 
treated  into  the  shop — never  had  she  seen, 
sueh  a  group-* she  felt  rathar  shy  at  disdoating 
her  fears,  as  she  told  me,  so  she  bought  somo- 
thing  she  had  no  occasion  fur,  and  came  to  the 
door,  hojnng  the  olgects  of  her  dread  had 
vanished—^bttt  no — there  they  stood — and 
worse  stiU,  the  number  had  been  added  to,  by 
a  sturdy-looking  countryman,  with  a  big 
shUIahgh  in  his  hand — ^his  garments  were  too 
rather  tattered — shoes  nor  stockings  he  had 
not,  and  only  part  of  a  hat — and  he  joined  the 
woman  in  vociferating  the  demand,  in  the  bar« 
barous  tones  that  had  before  sounded  on  her 
appalled  senses,  ^  What  shall  I  do,^  thought 
she — she  summoned  courage — she  stepped 
from  the  shop — ^the  beggars  dreading  losing 
their  chance  of  a  penny,  loudly  begged  in  their 
frightful  accents--one  sturdy  brat  ran  before, 
and  holding  up  his  hand,  said,  '  a  pinny,  a 
pinny,'^*tbe  man  and  woman  and  children 
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followed  idiploringly-^she  rushed  into  a  ctkc 
shop — there  I  was  regaling  myseif-^I  heard 
her  tale  with  pretended  alarm—secretly  I  gave 
the  beggars  some  change  to  divide  amongst 
them,  hoping  they  would  fight  for  it,  and 
taking  Mrs.  Sheepshanks  by  the  arm^  I  hurried 
her  on — the  beggars  followed  quickly  with 
many  blessings  I  could  understand-^!  slipped 
a  sixpence  out  of  my  pocket,  and  threw  it 
amongst  them,  there  was  a  yell  and  a  halloo-^ 
the  man  being  the  finder,  garea  grand  jMrrouette 
on  the  flags  before  us,  brandishing  his  shillo* 
lagh,  this  was  the  finale  to  poor  Mrs.  Sheep^ 
shanks'  dread,  she  screamed  violently,  and 
despite  my  assurances  that  these  savages 
meant  no  harm,  she  retreated  into  a  house, 
and  came  home  in  a  coach,  secretly  resolved 
never  to  go  walking  again  while  in  Ireland." 

"My  poor  country,  said  Charlotte,  "has  a 
very  indifferent  advocate  in  you,*' 

"  My  love  of  fun  is  stnmger  than  either  my 
good-nature,  or  my  love  of  juatiee,''  exclaimed 
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Jervis,  '^  I  will  own  my  fault,  and  hope  yon 
will  forgive  me,  Mrs.  Percie^  and  say  good- 
niglit,  like  a  christian — and  wish  me  a  very 
pleasant  journey  through  your  green  isle/' 

^^  I  will,  conditionally,'^  said  she. 

*^  And  the  conditions/'  asked  Jervis,  '^  I  will 
enter  into  any  treaty,  so  as  you  sign  peace.'' 

"They  are,"  said  Charlotte,  "that  if  on 
your  return  from  your  travels,  you  have  ta 
tell  of  either  inhospitality-^^r  rudeness  prac- 
tised towards  you  by  my  countrymen  or 
women,  or  if  you  see  nothing  in  the  natural 
beauties  to  admire — you  continue  to  abuse 
Ireland  and  the  Irish — and  to  lead  others 
astray  in  their  opinions  of  them — but  if  on  the 
contrary  you  meet  with  the  warmest  hospitality 
and  poKteness,  and  that  the  scenery  surpasses 
your  expectatbns — then  you  will  consider 
yourself  bound  in  honor  and  honestj  to  speak 
fairly,  and  even  praisingly  of  the  country  and 
its  inhabitants — these  are  my  conditions — do 
you  accede  to  them?" 
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"Most  willingly^  Mrs.  Percie,**  replied  he 
gaily,  "  and  if  I  fhii  in  them^  may  I  be  hangedy 
drawn^  and  quartered  as  a  traitor,  and  my 
bones  left  to  whiten  unburied  in  the  Phc&nix 
Park,  a  warning  to  the  foresworn  and  false.'^ 

*^Then  I  wish  you  good-night,  and  very 
pleasant  rambles,''  said  Charlotte. 

"  You  have  made  a  complete  fool  of  your-, 
self,  with  all  your  girlish  enthusiasm^  Char- 
lotte,'' said  Roland,  sneeringly  to  her,  when 
the  young  men  had  taken  their  departure.  "  I 
wish  to  heaven  you  would  always  remember 
you  are  married." 

And  all  next  day  she  was  employed  for  her 
husband ;  on  the  Wednesday  morning  he  took 
his  departure-^Charlotte  was  up  early  to  have 
breakfast  for  him. 

"  Won't  you  write  to  n^,  Roland,"  said  she, 
'^  remember  it  is  our  first  separation  since  our 
inarriage." 

^^  It  is  not  likely  I  shall  have  time,"  replied 
he,  coldly. 
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^<  And  if  any  letters  come  for  you,  Roland/' 
pursued  Charlotte,  '^  whither  shall  I  send 
them?'* 

She  hoped  be  would  desire  her  to  write  to 
him. 

<' Don't  send  them  at  ail,"  said  Roland, 
^  open  them,  if  you  pkase — and  burn  them, 
if  you  like. — He  took  up  his  hat^  kissed  Char- 
lotte, not  very  affectionately,  and  hurried  off 
to  his  gay  companions. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


Poor  Charlotte  watched  Roland  cross  the 
barrack  yard,  and  when  he  disappeared  she 
wept  plentifully : — there  he  had  left  her  in  a 
barracks  alone,  near  her  confinement;  she  that 
had  left  so  much  for  him,  and  her  heart  swelled 
within  her.  She  soon  roused  herself— six 
weeks  would  quickly  pass^  and  she  brought 
her  work  table  near  the  open  window,  and  she 
sat  there,  during  that  long  mornings  making 
ckithes  for  her  expected  baby.    Ellen  entered 
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with  a  letter — she  started — ^it  was  for  Roland, 
and  marked  immediate^  she  knew  not  where  to 
send  it;  she  remembered  his  injunctions  to 
open  his  letters,  and  she  broke  the  seal,  the 
writing  was  strange,  and  merely  a  few  lines 
from  a  London  shopkeeper,  enclosing  a  bill, 
and  saying  if  speedy  payment  were  not  made, 
he  would  have  recourse  to  legal  proceedings 
to  insure  it — The  bill  was  for  a  saddle,  two 
bridles,  a  silver  mounted  whip,  and  other  arti* 
cles,  forwarded  to  Roland  before  the  Carlisle 
races  the  year  before, 

Charlotte  glanced  at  the  amount — she  exa-. 
mined  her  very  small  stock  of  money,  it  was 
barely  sufficient  to  support  her  until  her  hus- 
band^s  return — ^it  was  not  the  third  of  the  bill 
— what  could  she  do  ? — she  had  ornaments — 
beautiful  pearls — she  would  sell  them^— she 
took  them  from  their  case — the  necklace,  the 
ear-rings,  the  brooch,  the  bracelets — her  dear 
parents'  gifts,  could  she  part  with  them — ^there 
were  these  parents  miniatures  smiling  so  sweetly 
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on  her — she  took  up  her  mother's — she  un- 
olasped  it  from  the  bracelet,  and  she  hesitated, 
but  soon  her  resolve  was  taken — what,  did  she 
compare  her  own  selfish  feelings  with  the  good 
of  her  husband — ^would  ahe  for  the  sake  of  a 
necklace,  however  beautiful,  let  her  husband's 
name  suffer  reproach — oh  !  no— she  bated  her* 
self  for  the  thought — she  would  sell  them, 
and  everything  else  she  had,  rather  than  he 
should  suffer  any  annoyance. 

She  took  the  pictures  off,  she  folded  care-, 
fully  round  them  nice  silver  paper,  and  put 
them  into  her  dressing  box-<-*the  pearls  she 
put  together,  and  she  longed  for  the  night,, 
when  she  should  sell  them ;  she  wrote  a  letter 
to  the  London  shopkeeper,  saying  she  enclosed 
the  money,  and  the  letter  she  left  unsealed^ 
determined  to  send  it  by  the  morning's 
post. 

Her  dinner  was  soon  finished,  but  it  was 
past  ten  o'clock  when  she  considered  it  suffici- 
ently dark  to  venture  out^she  wrapped  her- 
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self  in  a  large  cloak,  put  on  a  dose  bonnet 
and  veil,  and  with  Ellen  gained  the  street 
unnoticed. 

The  day  had  been  extremely  close  and 
lowering,  the  rain  now  fell,  in  torrents,  but 
this  Charlotte  was  glad  of^  for  she  thought 
no  one  would  be  out  such  a  night. 

She  reached  the  Jeweller's  shop,  where 
the  pearls  had  been  bought,  she  hesitated  at 
the  door — ^^^they  may  recognise  them  here,'' 
thought  she,  and  she  turned  away,  and 
passed  through  various  streets  until  she 
found  another  Jeweller*s  shop;  it  was  bril* 
liantly  lighted  up,  and  she  remained  some 
minutes  at  the  door  waiting  to  have  a  cus* 
tomer  leave ;  he  was  just  leaving  when  a  car* 
riage  pulled  up  at  the  door,  and  a  gentleman 
muffled  in  a  large  cloak,  descended  from  it, 
and  passing  Charlotte,  entered  the  shop. 

^  Are  the  diamonds  ready  ?"  he  asked  of  one 
of  the  assistants,  and  Charlotte  thought  she 
knew  the  voice. 
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The  Jeweller  stepped  forward  and  handed 
him  a  easkety  which  he  quickly  opened^  and 
she  saw  its  contents  gleam  brightlj.  The  gen* 
tleman  took  off  his  hat  and  held  the  casket  to- 
wards the  lights  and  exclaimed ; 

^  They  are  beautiful  diamonds,  Mr.  Henley, 
I  am  greatly  pleased  with  them*'' 

Charlotte  quickly  recognised  Lord  Arch- 
goUe*  She  did  not  start,  but  remained  still, 
in  the  shade  of  the  door-way,  and  she  heard 
the  price  of  the  diamonds  named, — an  im- 
mense sum  it  seemed  to  her.  She  saw  Lord 
Archgolle  write  a  check  on  his  banker,  for  the 
amount,  and  she  marked  the  obsequious  bows 
of  the  Jeweller. 

'^  When  you  get  the  pearls,  you  will  let  me 
know,  Mr.  Henley,''  said  Lord  Archgolle ;  ^^and 
now  give  me  some  wedding  rings  of  a  small 
sise — ^and  if  you  have  any  handsome  guard 
rings,  I'll  look  at  them  too.  He  took  them* 
seeming  very  careful  in  the  selection,  and  quit-* 
ted  the  shop.   The  carriage  step  was  let  down. 
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Lord  Archgolle  stopped  at  the  shop  door,  and 
pulled  out  some  money,  and,  evidently  mis- 
taking Charlotte  and  Ellen  for  mendicants,  he 
held  it  towards  them,  saying,  "  Here — ^take 
take  this,  and  for  Ood^s  sake  go  home,  this 
dreadfully  wet  night/' 

^*  No,  no,"  murmured  Charlotte,  and  she 
turned  away. 

Did  she  regret  not  being  Lord  Arehgolle's 
bride  ? — ah  !  no,  she  would  not  exchange  her 
husband  for  all  the  world  beside ;  they  little 
know  of  her  depth  of  tenderness  and  love 
that  could  think  she  did. 

Lord  ArchgoUe,  little  fancying  whom  he  had 
addressed,  stepped  into  his  carriage,  and  drove 
away ;  but,  despite  him,  that  night,  when  he 
sat  by  his  affianced  bride  and  talked  of  all 
their  future  plans,  the  image  of  his  first-love, 
Charlotte  O'Carroll,  rose  to  his  memory. — '<  I 
should  like  to  know  she  is  as  happy  as  she 
deserves  to  be,'*  was  his  constant  thought. 

Charlotte,  when  she  no  longer  heard  the 
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noUe  of  the  carriage  wheels^  returned  to  the 
shop,  and^  summoning  up  all  her  courage,  ask* 
ed  the  Jeweller  if  he  would  purchase  orna- 
ments ? 

**Pllgive  you  value  for  them^  certainly," 
replied  Mr.  Henley. — ^  Show  them,  ma'am,** 
and  she  produced  her  pearls* 

He  seemed  greatly  pleased;  and  she  over- 
heard him  say  to  one  of  his  assistants,  ^^  Aye, 
Peter, — ^these  will  suit,  exactly,  the  bride- 
elect.'* 

^' These  pearls  were  only  worn  six  times, 
sir,*'  said  Charlotte.  '^  Tou  see  they  are  quite 
perfect  I  took  good  care  of  them,''  and  her 
voice  faltered  a  little. 

''Do  you  remember  their  original  price, 
ma'am  ?''  asked  the  Jeweller. 

Charlotte  named  it. 

"  Do  you  require  ready  money  for  them  ?" 
enquired  he^ 

''  Yes,  sir,"  replied  she,  **  I  must  get  it  to- 
night. 
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^  Well,  well,  ma'am,  so  you  shall.  Will  ten 
pounds  less  than  their  original  price  satisfy 
youP* 

'*  Most  amply,  sir/'  said  Charlotte,  delighted 
to  get  so  fair  a  sum  for  them. 

The  Jeweller  could  afford  to  act  genenmsfy 
towards  her,  for  he  knew  he  shook!  get  his 
own  price — however  exorbitant— from  Lord 
ArchgoUe. 

''Ladies,*'  said  an  assistant,  *'if  jrou  sit 
down  in  this  room,  Mr.  Henley  will  soon  have 
the  money  for  you/'  and  he  ushered  Charlotte 
and  Ellen  into  a  smaU  back-parlour;  and  here 
they  were  left  nearly  an  hour,  during  which 
time  they  overheard  most  of  the  conversatioa 
going  on  in  the  shop. 

One  assistant  descanted  very  lourfy  to  an* 
other  assistant,  on  all  the  ornaments  Lord 
Aichgolle  had  bought. 

''He  is  a  fine  nobleman,  indeed,**  quotit 
one. 

*^  He  gave  me  a  half  sovereign  once,  fbff 
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ether. 

^^  He  values  money  no  more  than  I  do  dirt/' 
exclaimed  the  first  speaker,  which  latter  plea- 
sant possession  this  assistant  might  in  tntth  be 
said  to  value,  for  he  seemed  to  preserve  it 
carefully  about  his  person. 

*^  And  the  lady  he  is  getting  has  no  fbrtin* 
I  hear/'  said  the  second,  '<  but  is  handsome 
and  clever.** 

<<  Well,  I  know  a  deal  about  his  lordship,*' 
said  the  not  dean  assistant,  <<  for  my  cousin's 
wife's  brother-in-law,  is  his  own  servant, 
and  he  assured  Kitty — that  is  my  eousin 
german's  wife — that  Lord  Archgolle,  was  for 
sometime  determined  never  to  marry  at 
all,  at  all. — That  he  was  once  going  to  be 
mairied  to  a  grand  and  beautiful  lady,  an  Irish 
lady  she  was— but  she  had  lived  all  her  life 
neaily  in  foreign  parts — and  a  dirty  ti»n  she 
did  Lord  ArehgoUe — every  thing  was  ready 
for  the  wedding,  when  my  lady  leaves  him 
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there,  and  goes  off  with  some  foreigneiv.  that 
she  knew  abroad/' 

*'  And  what  became  of  her  }"  enquired  the 
second  assistant  seemingly  greatly  interested 
in  the  tale. 

•*  Whyj"  responded  the  other, "  Mr.  Connery 
— ^thatb  Katty's  brother-in-law,  was  not  quite 
sure — ^he  believed  she  had  gone  to  the  wars  with 
her  husband,  and  that  they  were  very  poorv** 

'*  Well,  I  declare  the  lady  did  right,  not  to 
give  up  the  poor  man,  for  the  rich  man,"  eja- 
culated the  second  speaker,  who  had  a  touch 
of  romance  in  his  composition,  '*  I  wish  her 
well,  where  ever  she  is/' 

A  call  from  Mr.  Henley  prevented  Char- 
lotte's being  more  enlightened. 

Soon  after  the  Jeweller  brought  her  the 
money;  she  took  it  with  many  thanks>  and 
quickly  regained  the  barracks*  She  enclosed 
the  money  to  the  shop-keeper,  and  felt  happy 
when  the  letter  was  sealed  and  sent  to  the 
post  How  soundly  she  slept  that  night,  for 
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anxiety  is  tiresome,  and  her  evening  walk  was 
not  short. 

Andy  Roland, — did  he  think  of  his  young 
wife,  that  night? — His  party  was  a  merry, 
rather  a  dissipated  one,  and  each  on  retiring 
to  rest,  had  drunk  a  little  too  much. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


Next  morning  Charlotte  rose  early,  but  a  feel-^ 
ing  of  sickness  made  her  soon  return  to  her 
bed,  and  Ellen  rather  frightened  called  in 
a  doctor — poor  Charlotte  amid  all  the  pangs 
she  suffered  that  day,  thought  of  him,  who 
should  have  been  there,  comforting  and  sooth- 
ing her ;  but  she  forgot  all  her  pains,  when 
before  evening  she  found  herself  the  mother 


of  a  healthy  boj^  and  what  happiness  she  felt 
in  gazing  on  his  little  face. 

The  doctor  declared  he  never  attended  so 
docile  an  invalid^  her  sole  care  or  wish  seemed 
to  be  quite  well  again  and  strong  before  her 
husband's  return,  and  to  have  their  son  thriv- 
ing before  him. 

What  an  attentive  young  mother  she  was, 
and  very  surely  she  thought  there  never  was 
seen  such  a  baby. 

In  three  weeks  Charlotte  was  quite  well, 
and  before  the  month  closed,  the  doctor  or* 
dered  her  to  take  a  drive-^her  first  drive  was 
to  a  Catholic  church,  where  she  was  to  get  her 
boy  baptized-*— Roland  had  once  promised,  he 
would  leave  the  direction  of  their  childrens' 
religion  to  her,  and  she  resolved  to  profit  now 
by  his  promise^^she  hired  a  covered  vehicle, 
and  with  Ellen  and  her  infant  well  wrapt  up 
in  warm  clothing,  she  drove  to  a  chapel,  and 
there  got  her  boy  baptized,  and  called  Roland, 
D  3 


17*2  THX  BLOPKXENTii 

for  do  name  was  so  dear  to  ber.  Her  mother 
and  her  brother  Henrj  she  named  as  sponsors^ 
Ellen  personated  the  former,  and  the  clerk  the 
latter. 

It  was  a  beaatiM  bright  S^tember  morn- 
ing when  they  drove  homewards  throtigh  the 
streets  of  Dublin;  their  vehicle  had  entered 
one  of  the  principal  squares,  and  was  driving 
across  it,  when  its  progress  was  arrested  hj  a 
a  very  dense  crowd.  The  driver  stopped,  de^ 
scended  from  his  box,  and  touching  his  hat, 
asked  **  if  he  might  wait  a  few  minutes — ^for 
ma'am  the  round  is  mighty  long,  and  by  wait- 
ing here  till  the  crowd  go  on,  we  shall  save 
time,  and  see  the  fun,''  the  latter  consider 
ration  seeming  to  have  the  greatest  weight. 

*'  What  is  going  on  ?''  asked  Ellen. 

^'  Only  the  wedding,  Miss,''  replied  the  man, 
"  see  there  is  there  is  the  coach  and  four,  all 
decked  out  with  white  bows."  i 

Charlotte  looked  out,  and  driving  up  through 
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the  crowd,  which  slowly  made  way  for.^  it,  was 
a  very  handsome  trayelling  carriage,  with  four 
horses  with  white  favors  in  their  heads — the 
carriage  stopped  at  the  door  of  a  very  fine 
house,  amid  the  cheers  and  huzzas  of  the  muU 
titude— -the  house  door  opened,  and  servants 
in  handsome  liveries  came  out,  and  were  all 
cheered-^the  carriage  door  was  opened,  the 
steps  let  down,  and  an  elderly  gentleman  ap- 
peared leading  a  lady  in  bridal  attire,  her  face 
was  covered  completely  with  a  thick  blonde 
veil — ^the  father,  for  such  he  |wa8,  had  a  fine 
countenance,  and  seemed  very  happy — he 
handed  his  daughter  to  the  carriage,  and  cheer 
upon  cheer  rent  the  air. 

^  Oh|  thin,  long  life  to  ye,  Councillor  Mao- 
Donnell,  and  more  luck  to  ye're  family — ^for 
*tis  ye're  the  friend  of  the  poor," 

'^  God  bless  ye,'*  exclaimed  an  old  woman, 
near  Charlotte's  humble  vehicle. 

The  lady  was  seated  in  the  carriage,  and 
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Charlotte  saw,  huiry  down  the  steps  from  the 
hall  door^  a  gentleinaiiy  who  shook  hands  warm- 
ly with  the  bride's  father— he  took  off  his  hat 
to  some  ladies  in  the  windows,  and  Charlotte 
recognized  Lord  ArohgoUe,  he  sprung,  to  the 
carriage,  the  door  was  shut,  he  flung  money 
from  the  window,  and  the  bridal  chariot  moved 
on  with  many  blessings  and  good  wishes, 
loud  and  long.-«^It  passed  close  to  where  our 
heroine  was^--^e  was  too  feminine  in  every 
feeling  to  show  herself  to  the  lover  she  had 
refused  $  and  he  drove  off  to  spend  the  honey- 
moon in  the  county  of  Wicklow.  The  crowd 
dispersed)  and  Charlotte  regained  her  home, 
for  the  time. 

''  EUen,  you  must  go  out,  and  buy  me  some 
finery  for  Master  Roland,'^  said  Charlotte  to 
her  next  morning,  ^^  a  very  pretty  cap,  and 
frock,  and  some  ribbons,  pink  and  blue,  I 
think,  and  the  dear  little  feUow  will  look  so 
weU.»' 
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This  was  her  fimt  fiietie  tif^xtrairagaiioe  for  a 
long  time  $  aiaee  Roland's  gambUng  >8he  had 
been  very  eomomo6l — herdress^  though  always 
neat,  was  of  the^  simplest  material  possible^  and 
the  least  expensive,  and  'many  comforts  she 
bad  deaisd  heswlfy  fearing  toinfiinge  on  her 
husband's  pay« 

^l  hmire  a  rig^''  thought  she,  ^^to  this 
jmoney/'  as  ahe  gase  BUen  some  to  buy  the 
dress  for  her  baby. 

During iier  absence,  shd^sat  ca  a  low  chair, 
wiibh  the  infant  an  her  lap,  and  talked  to 
him  incessantly  of  his  dear  papa :  <*Oh,  he  will 
love  yxm  so,  my  bonnie  baby/'  said  she,  ^^  and 
you  will ismile  (mJaim,  .as  you  are  douag  now^ 
and  a^fea  your  beautiful  eye»«-««what  «  dark 
Jblue  they  aie,  and  you^wjiU  soon  iknoow  him—- 
-and  bnigh,;and.ecow  for  liim,.aml  put  iMt  your 
little  fat  baiids  to  him-^  msh.I  knew^  if  they 
iuffre  htardot  your  birth.at  home«^Ellen  told 
me  she  saw  it  in  a  Dublin  paper  last  week*^ 
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and  how  fond  your  little  aunts  would  be  of 
you — I  cannot  write  to  tell  them — ^no— Roland 
would  not  wish  it — Will  they  ever  forgive  me  ? 
— I  will  send  you  to  them  when  you  grow  up, 
and  they  cannot  refuse  you«  my  darling  boy.'* 
And  the  darling  boy  was  nearly  smothered 
with  kisses — a  proof  of  affection  he  by  no 
means  relished,  for  he  kicked  his  displeasure 
manfully,  and  even  uttered  something  like  a 
discontented  squall.  But  the  young  mother's 
voice  soon  soothed  him  to  slumber.  How 
steady  and  careful  she  was  for  her  age,  then 
little  more  than  twenty. 

The  evening  passed  quickly  to  Charlotte, 
she  had  converted  the  sitting  room  during 
Roland's  absence  into  a  second  nursery— it 
was  a  cheerful  room,  with  a  southern  aspect — 
her  babe's  cradle  was  placed  near  the  fire- 
place, in  which  a  cheerful  fire  blazed  for  his 
use  and  benefit^  and  near  it  she  sat  work* 
ing. 
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The  frock  and  cap  Ellen  had  bought  were 
both  too  small  for  Master  Roland,  and  she  was 
adding  to  them. 

She  was  startled  by  the  baby's  moaning,  and 
looked  at  him,  she  felt  his  little  hand,  it  was 
burning  hot,  and  he  continued  to  moan,  she 
called  to  Ellen  in  great  alarm,  '*  I  am  afraid 
the  baby  is  ill,  Ellen,''  said  she,  rather 
faintly. 

*'  Don't  be  alarmed,  ma'am,'*  replied  Ellen, 
steadily,  « I'll  call  the  doctor." 

The  good*natured  doctor  soon  came,  Char- 
lotte had  interested  him  extremely. 

Certainly  doctors  require  to  have  at  heart 
a  fund  of  good-nature  and  kindness — so  much 
lies  in  their  power  when  they  are  benevolent; 
misery  and  misfortune  they  daily  witness,  and 
how  much  they  can  do  to  alleviate  both,  if 
kindly  disposed.  A  kind  word  with  advice,  is 
easily  given — and  what  comfort  it  may  bring, 
A  doctor  going  through  the  business  of  his 
I  5 
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profeBsion^  thinking  only  of  gain-^without  a 
kind  or  pitying  feeling  for  the  sufierings  he 
witnesses,  is  little  better  than  a  monster  in 
human  form.-^Adviee  he  gives^  not  gratia,  and 
how  harshly  he  treats  the  poor  applicant  who 
appeals  to  his  humanity. 

The  oft  quoted    linea  have  deep  truth  in 
them : — 


**  Many  a  word  at  nadom  spoken,. 

Can  wound  or  beaL  a  heart  that*s  brotoi.'^ 


Doctor  ML—-^  who  so  quiddy  obeyed  EUen^s 
summons,  was  every  thing  a  physician  ought 
to  be— he  had  studied  his  profession  and  knew 
it  wellr-«and  he  was  feelingly  alive  to  the 
duties  it  entailed  on  him — gain  was  not  his  sole 
object-^<«nd  many  a  poor  invalid  having  neither 
money  to  pay  for  advice,  nor  money  to  buy 
medicines,  blessed  his  charity. 

^*  There  is  no  cause  of  alarm,  Mrs.  Percie>'^ 
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nid  Doctor  M kindly  fre&ig  llie  imby*8 

little  bandy  and  seeifig  llie  young  motker's 
afinghted  look  and  tearful  ^eycf,  *^l  aiaafirud 
though  you  are  not  yet  a  very  lexperienced 
nurae-^kl  you  give  the  baby  any  food  besides 
hia  natural  sustenance,  and  what  I  ordered  ^" 

^  I  only  gave  him  a  cup  of  bread  and  milk. 

Doctor  M '^  repHed  Charlotte,  «I  thought 

he  seemed  hungry-<*and  I  wanted  to  have  him 
fat  and  healthy-looking,  for  his  papa's  return,*' 
and  she  blushed  a  little. 

But  Doctor  M— **—  knew  her  love  for  both 
father  and  child,  and  he  very  gently  chided 
her — ^told  her  <<  she  should  in  future  follow  his 
advice  strictly,* 

She  promised. 

'^  Your  little  son  has  had  too  much  food, 
Mrs.  Percie — ^but  to-morrow,  you  will  see  he 
will  be  quite  well,  by  following  the  prescrip- 
tion I  shall  send  you." 

Charlotte  that  long  night  remained  by  hec 
baby^s  cradle* 
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Next  day  the  doctor  seeing  her  pale  looks, 
guessed  the  truth,  and  he  spoke  seriously  to 
her,  about  injuring  her  own  health. 

She  promised  to  attend  to  his  advice;  for 
the  sake  of  her  child,  she  might  have  added,  it 
was,  she  did  so. 
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CHAPTER  XVK 


And  how  did  Roland  all  this  time  enjoy  his 
rambles  ?  Bid  his  thoughts  often  revert  to  his 
young  wife?  His  excursion  was  delightful  to 
him>  who  so  loved  pleasure  and  varietji  and 
his  companions  were  as  gay  as  he  was^  and  as 
much  inclined  to  enjoy  themselves.  They  made 
their  proposed  tour^  and  five  weeks  of  their 
absence  was  expired  when  they  reached  Cork. 
The  night  of  their  arrival  a  grand  public  ball 
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took  place  in  that  city,  ta  which  they  all  de- 
termined to  go. 

<<  I  intend  to  pass  to-ni|^t  as  an  unmarried 
man,^  said  Roland,  aa  they  ascended  the  stairs 
of  the  hotel,  wheve  the  baU  was— ««o  none  of 
you  betray  me.^ 

The  scene  was  a  very  gwjr  one,  bat^  amid  all 
the  beauty  and  youth  asaembled  there  that 
night,  Roland  acknowledged  to  himself  there 
was  not  one  to  compare  with  his  young  wife.. 
He  wandered  about  for  som/B  time,,  gazing  oa 
each  merry  group  as  he  passed  them.  Jervis 
engaged  in  eagEur  conversatioawith  a  very  ju- 
venile and  {uretty  girl,  attiacted  his  attention ; 
he  seemed  enjoying  himsdf -to  hisiieart's  con- 
tent; the  young  lady  tooklervis'-jurm,  and,^ 
crossing  the  room  to  join  the  danioers,  he  ac- 
costed Roland. 

^Remember  your  ]3e8oIve,>:ttiost.g«y  .Cap- 
tain," said,  he^  marrily^  '^before  you  entered 
the  ball-room—* why  don't  you  join  the  dance  ^ 
Trip  it  oa  the  light^^  fantastic  toe" 
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^'1  am  not  80  fbrtttnate  as  you  have  been, 
Jervis,'^  replied  Roland. 

**  Apply  to  the  stewards,  as  I  did-*«they  are 
most  civil  and  polite  ;-^have  courage  and 
caution -*aye/^  and  Jervis  went  off  ^th  his 
partner* 

During  the  dance  that  followed,  Roland  fislt 
quite  amused  watching  them.  Jervis  took  his 
lady  to  a  seat  near  her  chapaM>ne,  and  really, 
being  a  gay  fellow,  he  wished  all  to  enjoy 
themselves,  and  he  came  over  to  Roland. 

^*  I  protest,  Fercie,  I  never  had  a  pleasanter 
half-^hour  than  the  last,^  ezdaimed  he ;  ^^  these 
Cork  ladies  are  the  best  flirts  I  ever  met.  Shall 
I  introduce  you  to  my  partner  ?'^ 

''  Oh,  no/'  said  Ridaod,  "^  I  would  not  inters 
fere  with  you-^^honor  bright.  I  leave  you  a 
elear  stage.    She  seems  pretty.'^ 

^  And  she  is  the  merriest  creature  you  ever 
met,''  said  Jervis,  with  a  most  piquant  brogue; 
*^  my  niaxim,  you  know,  is  '  quand  on  iCa  pas. 
a.que  Tm  aime,  Ufaui  aimer  ce  que  Pan  a,'  and 
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I  am  making  fierce  love  to  this  ^  Cynthia  of  the 
minute/  whom,  it  is  more  than  probable,  I 
shall  never  meet  again." 

^And  you're  resolved  she  shall  remember 
you  co6ie  qui  caUe  f"  asked  Roland. 

'*  Pm  resolved  she  shall  amuse  me,''  replied 
Jervis,  *^  and  TU  amuse  her-^  fair  bargain," 
and  he  sauntered  off  towards  his  attraction. 

Roland  looked  round;— he  saw  the  elder 
O'Neill  shake  hands  very  affectionately  with  a 
young  lady,  and  seat  himself  near  her,  and 
enter  into  a  lively  conversation  with  her.  She 
was  plainly  dressed,  and,  though  not  hand- 
some, had  a  sweet,  gentle  expression  when  she 
smiled ;  she  reminded  him  of  Charlotte — ^not 
in  feature,  but  in  expression.  He  longed  to 
know  who  she  was,  and  he  walked  round  the 
room  in  search  of  the  younger  O'Neill.  He 
found  him  disengaged,  and  he  brought  him 
before  the  object  of  his  curiosity. 

<^  It  is  my  cousin  Alicia,  by  all  that's  lovely,'^ 
exclaimed  the  young  man,  and  he  darted  from 
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Roland^  and  saluted  her  very  fnendly.  In  a 
few  minutes  he  returned,  and  iqpologised  for 
his  abruptness. 

**  She  is  one  of  my  favourite  cousins,  Pbrcie,.'' 
said  he,  *<  so  you  must  kindly  excuse  me.  She 
is  a  nice,  gentle  creature^  and  well-inforn^ 
ed." 

^*  Oh,  cousins  Bre  sometimes  very  danger* 
ous,**  observed  Rolaad,  slily. 

**  No  likelihood  of  what  you  insinuate,'^  re- 
plied O'Neill.  ^  I  rather  fancy  Alicia's  heart 
is  the  property  of  a  relative  of  yours/* 

'^  Of  mine,**  exclaimed  Roland,  thinking 
only  of  his  own  family — ••  how  can  she  know 
them?' 

'^Why,  seeing  she  has  passed  all  her  life 
among  them,"  said  O'Neill,  '^it  is  not  very 
surprising." 

^  In  what  part  of  England  did  she  live  ?' 
enquired  Roland. 

«*  In  England,"  said  O'Neill,  laughing,  «I 
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don't  think  Alicia  ever  left  Irdand;  but  I 
should  say  conneziony  aot  tehitive^^  added  >Iie. 
Your  brother»in»law,  Manuel  (yCarroU,  i%  I 
guess,  the  happy  nan.'' 

''Oh,  indeed,"  said  Boland;  ''and  what  is 
her  name  y* 

^  Masterton/'  answered  O'NeilL 

''  Alicia  Masteitoo^"  exdaimed  Sahind,  ^  my 
wife's  very  particular,  friend.  You. must  intro- 
duce me ;  but  let  it  be  under  «  feigned  jumie, 
and  ril  Jiave  some  amuaement." 

^  As  you  will,*^  said^O'Neillt  good  humous 
edly;  what  jmm  cfe  puerre  will  you  choose  ?** 

''Let it  be  Captain  PeiciTal/'  zeplied  Bx^ 
land,  and  as  such  he  was  presenteed  to  Alicia 
Maalertao^  and  engaged  bar  to  dttice« 

"I have  heard  the  Cork  ladies  have  ape* 
culiar  penchani  for  red-coated  gentry/'  aaid 
Roland^  .to  Alici»-<-is  it  true  V* 

"  I  cannot  answer.  Captain  Percival^  fi>r  the 
taste  of  the  Cork  ladies/'  replied  AUcia»  "  as  I 
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am  not  one;  but  all  young  ladies^  in  general, 
are  aocmed  of  preftmng  officers  to  other 
beaux/* 

<*  And  can  yotk  account  for  the  reproach  on 
your  sexea^-good  taste?*  asked  Roland. 

**  I  can^  partly/*  answered  Alicia,  ^if  re- 
proach you  call  it;  officers,  in  general,  are 
more  entertaining  than  the  other  partners  that 
fall  to  our  lot  in  a  ball  room ;  they  are  weH- 
educated  men— ahave  mixed  in  good  society, 
and  generally  have  travelled;  and  when  they 
condescend  to  be  agreeable,**  added  she,  smil- 
ing, **  without  amusing  themselves  at  our  ex- 
pense, they  are  pleasant  acquaintances  to 
make.** 

<*But  I  would  lay  a  wager,"  said  Roland, 
'^  if  Miss  Masterton  were  now  to  choose  a  hus- 
btttid,  she^roald  seek  one  sooner  in  the  fields 
of  Ceres  than  in  the-  fields  of  Mars.  I  re- 
member a  fiiend  of  mine,  Manuel  (yCarroU, 

used  to  say but  no  matter,  I  shall  not 

quote  himas  authority." 
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**  Where  did  you  know  bioQ)  Captain  Per- 
cival  ?''  asked  Alicia,  eagerly,  a  tinge  of  red 
overspreading  her  cheeks. 

^  Neither  in  England  nor  Ireland,  I  assure 
you.  Miss  Masterton,^'  replied  Roland. 

«*  Then  you  met  him  lately  ?' 

"  Not  very  lately.*' 

Alicia,  dreading  to  appear  too  inquisitive^ 
said: 

"I  came,  some. days  since,  from  W ^ 

with  his  father  and  mother.'' 

'^  Are  they  in  the  room  ?"  asked  Roland,  a 
sli^t  feeling  of  awkwardness  arising  in  his 
mind. 

**Oh!  no,'*  answered  Alicia;  *^ but  they 
are  staying  at  this  hotel.  They  had  business 
in  Corkf  and  hearing  of  this  ball,  they  invited 
me  to  come  hither  with  them  for  it-^they  are 
the  kindest  and  beat  of  friends  to  me.'* 

^*  I  think,'*  said  Roland,  as  carelessly  as  he 
could,  '*  there  is  a  daughter  of  theirs  married 
to  a  Captain  Percie,  in  our  regiment — a  lady 
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that  once  must  have  been  handsome^  with 
dark  eyes,  pale^  and  very  thin." 

'*  Oh !  do  you  know  Mrs.  IVrdeP  enquired 
Alicia,  an^ously^  **8he  Was,  indeed,  very 
handsome,  and  must  be  so  too,  tor  she  is  oidy 
twenty/* 

**l  do  know  her,*'  answered  ftoland;  but 
she  seems  a  very  domestic  character — rarely 
stirring  out — and  her  husband  is,  I  am  afraid, 
not  over  attentive/* 

^'Oh  1  don*t  say  so,  pray  don't,**  said  Alicia, 
imploringly.  '*  Mrs.  Perde  was  my  most  dear 
friend-^tke  friend  of  my  childhood,  and  my 
girlhood;  but  I  have  not  heard  from  her  for 
a  long  time— her  husband  must  love  her,  for 
she  is  all  gentleness  and  amialMlity.** 

'^Touseem  a  partial  friend.  Miss  Master- 
ton,**  observed  Roland.  ^  I  heard  she  eloped, 
and  that  her  &mily  had  not  forgiven  her,  and 
that  she  was  unhappy  in  consequence.**^ 

^  Dear  Charlotte,**  said  Alicia,  in  a  low  tone, 
^  your  baby  boy  will  bring  you  happiness." 
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<*  Hftt.  he.  a  aon  7'  adced.  Rohiidi  vnth  very 
genuined  surpriee. 

*<  Nearly  a  month  ago .  I  saiw  its  birth  adrer- 
tissed  ip  tbeiDuUija  papen''  replied  AJicia. 

''And  did  it  aajasiytfaiag.o£thB  laeehec?'* 
enquired  Roland. 

<c  Nothing/^  nq[ilied  Alicia>  ^  her.  death  wonld 
be  the  only  notice,  aad  thank  QaA  that  was 
not  therc^" 

**  Oh,  thank  God/'  murmured  Rohaid*'<rlie 
pauaed,^^  and  thought  of  his  sen-— strange  that 
he  should  thus  kaim  he. was  a  fatfaer^-^and 
during  the  whole  of  that  night  he  paid  Alicia 
the  moat  oaarkedi  attentson ;  she  was  the  only 
one  he  got  intnodnced  to,,  and  Jervis  gaily 
rallied  him  on  his ''  tenJbmse^* 

''  I  shall  be  'going  to.  W— ^-<-  tQ.«iarrow, 
Miss  Mastertom'^  said  Roland,,  us  saying 
good  night,  '^  and  thenoc^  diieet  ta  Dublin—* 
where  I  shall,  see  your,  firiead,  Mrs*  Petde— 
and  if  you  have  any  message  «r  ooQunaads  to 


her^  I  fihstt  fcd;  honocad  bgr  ypiir  .enlMituiei 
them  to  me.'' 

^^Thank  yoii,  i«y  qonc^  Oiqiteia  F^ardnl/' 
replied  AKci»$  ^  and:  if.  yoa  didinot  thuik  bm^ 
troubheome,  I  wfll  cxmfide  tcr  your  oave.  at 
small  parcel  for  Clnriotte^r-i-I  meaa  Mwr 
Perde." 

^'  I  am  staying  at  —  hotel,  in  Gteorges 
Street,  Miss  Masterton/'  said  Roland,  ^'and 
any  commands  sent  there  before  twelve  o'clock 
to-morrow — or  rather  to-day,  for  it  is  nearly 
six  o'clock  now — I  shall  take  very  carefully  to 
Charlotte,  I  mean  Mrs.  Percie." 

Alicia  looked  at  him,  and  their  good-nights 
were  exchanged. 

The  mormng  brought  a  small  parcel  firom 
Alicia,  and  Roland  lost  no  time  in  opening  it : 
it  contained  a  note  to  Charlotte,  written  in  the 
most  affectionate  terms,  and  praising  their 
mutual  acquaintance  Captain  Percival. — 
With  the  note  was  a  baby's  robe,  of  beautiful 
texture  and  workmanship,  and  a  very  diminu- 
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tive  baby's  cap,  adofned  with  various  little 
bows* 

Roland  folded  them  up  thinking  they  were 
very  pretty--4Uid  he  longed^  just  for  an  hour^ 
to  be  with  Charlotte  and  tell  her  all  he  had 
seen  and  heard  since  they  parted. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


"  Behold  our  beautiful  old  town  of  W— — ,** 
exclaimed  the  elder  O'Neill,  as  the  mail  coach 
which  had  conveyed  the  tourists  form  Cork 
came  within  sight  of  it. 

The  Evening  was  darkening  quickly  when 
the  travellers  descended  from  the  coach^  and 
after  a  few  minutes'  walk  found  themselves  at 
the  hall  door,  of  the  O'Neill's  residence,  where 
they  were  to  spend  two  days.  It  was  a 
handsome  and  comfortable  villa,  immediately 

VOL.   II.  K 
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adjoining  the  town  :  they  received  a  moat 
Irish  welcome  from  the  young  men's  fiither^ 
a  fine  old  gentleman,  who  had  senred  many 
yean  in  the  Irish  brigade ;  he  was  a  widower, 
but  his  eldest  child,  a  daughter,  had  been 
many  years  mistress  of  his  house,  and  did  the 
honours  of  it  with  ease  and  Imly  grace* 

Jane  O'Neill,  some  years  the  senior  of  her 
brothers,  was  in  the  fulfilment  of  her  various 
duties,  a  proof  that  single  ladies  can  make 
themselves  very  useful.  Her  aged  father  was 
spared  every  annoyance  or  trouble,  by  her 
affectionate  exertions.  Her  brothera»  on  every 
occasion,  consulted  Jane ;  she  was  a  sort  of 
oracle  among  her  friends,  and  Jenny  OTIeiD, 
as  she  was  generally  called,  was  never  known 
to  have  done  a  foolish  act,  nor  to  have  caused 
a  moment's  uneasiness,  among  her  numerous 
acquaintances ;  she  was  tolerably  well  looking^ 
dieerful  and  invindbly  good  humoured^  and 
in  her  sphere  of  usefulness,  very  ha{^y.  She 
sat  at  her  tea  table  and  dispensed  her  smiks 
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OB  freely  u  her  refreshing  beverage;  by  her 
side  sat  Jervis,  bent  <m  ^  doing  die  agreeable/' 
as  he  expresaed  it,  or  ia  plain  terais  amusing 
himself.  Miss  Jenny  very  soon  dhcovered 
his  character,  for  she  possessed  no-  ordinary 
aikare  of  talent5  and  she  played  ham  off  so 
dexterously  and  yet  s0  merrify,  that  she 
amused  those  around  her. 

The  evening  passed  cheerfully,  and  Rolatid, 
on  retiring  to  his  room,  seeing  the  comforts 
and  order  so  seldom  seen  ixk  a  bachelor's 
house,  was  fain  to  admit,  women  were  useful 
as  well  as  ornamental. 

Next  morning  the  whole  party  met  at 
a  rather  early  hour,  round  the  breakfast 
table* 

<<Can  you  tell  me,  Miss  O'Neill,''  asked 
Roland,  who  was  seated  near  her,  ''how  far 
it  is  from  W to  Coomcame  Park  ?'^ 

<'  It  is  nearly  two  miles.  Captain  Percie," 
replied  she^ 

••Yon  will   not  go    there  to-day,  surely, 
K  3 
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Percie/'  exclaimed  Thomas  O'Nefll;  **biir 
yacht  is  moored  off  the  quay,  and  we  mean  to 
have  a  sail  in  it,  and  a  dinner  on  board — you 
will  come  with  us  ?" 

^*  Vm  a  very  indifferent  sailor,''  said  Ro« 
land,  '*  so  I  shall  content  myself  with  hearing 
of  your  sailing*  I  always  prefer  terra  firma 
to  the  treacherous  sea ;  besides  I  am  anxious 
to  visit  Coomcame  park/' 

*•  The  family  are  not  there  at  present. 
Captain  Percie/'  observed  Jane  O'Neill;  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  O'CarroU  are  in  Cork." 

"But  the  children — the  little  girls — ^are 
they  not  at  home  V*  enquired  Roland. 

**  Oh,  yes,"  answered  Miss  O'Neill,  "  Mary 
and  Camilla,  and  their  governess  are  there — 
though  poor  Miss  Maiden  is  confined  to  her 
room  with  a  cold." 

"  My  little  plan  will  do  wonderfully  ^ 
thought  Roland,  ^'  I  can  easily  impose  on  the 
children,  and  have  some  amusement." 

After  breakfast  the  party  separated,  Miss 
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O'Neill  first  reqaesting  Roland  would  return 
to  dine  with  her ;  she  was  not  to  be  of  the 
sailing  party^  so  he  promised,  and  seeing 
the  young  men  fairly  launched  on  the  deep, 
he  took  his  way  to  a  hair  dresser's  shop,  here 
he  purchased  a  dark  wig,  and  at  an  optician's, 
a  pair  of  green  spectacles,  and  with  these  in 
his  pocket  he  set  off  for  Coomcarne.  Park ; 
before  he  arrived  at  the .  entrance  gate,  he 
stopped,  and  putting  back  his  own  fair  hair, 
he  settled  on  the  wig,  and  then  the  spectacles, 
and  certainly,  it  being  more  than  two  years 
since  he  met  the  little  0*Carrolls,  he  need 
not  have  feared  their  recognition.  He  entered 
the  avenue;  he  walked  slowly  through  the 
grounds,  admiring  the  varied  tints  of  the 
woods  showing  clearly  through  the  8un»shine 
of  that  brilliant  September  day  ;  he  paused 
as  he  came  close  to  the  lake,  and  he  sauntered 
round  its  edge  to  the  summer  house  men- 
tioned before  in  this  tale-^*8eated  in  it,  were 
Mary  and   Camilla  very  pleasantly  engaged 
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discussing  Uie  meritB  ef  a  basket  of  frmt;  he 
heard  their  merry  joung  voices  as  he  ap- 
proached, he  listened  and  one  eyclaioied : 

^Papa  is  to  bring  me  a  verj>  verjf  laige 
wax  doli^-ohy  so  high — and  Mamma  promised 
me  several  yards  of  blue  tabinet,  and '^ 

^^  Indeed  Cammie/'  said  the  second  lilitk 
g^lf  *^you  are  too  big  now  for  dolls;  yemem- 
ber  you  are  ten  years'  old,  indeed,  nearly 
eleven.** 

^*  Well,  Mary,  but  you  know  dear  Mamma 
likes  me  to  have  dolls,  and  Lotta  used  to  play 
with  them,  and  dress  them  for  us,  after  she 
came  from  school/' 

^'Thai  was  to  please  us  I  am  sure,*'  sail 
Mary;  ^^I  am  to  get  some  cashmere,  from 
Cork,  and  I  intend  to  make  such  ft  beautifnl 
dress  for  our  little  nephew,  and  I  would  re- 
commend you  to  make  another  of  the  blue 
tdbinet.  Mamma  is  to  give  you,  and  not 
throw  it  away  upon  dolls.'^ 
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^  Well,  that  k  what  I  wiU  do/'  said 
Cammie 

Here  Roland  showed  himself— ^^  I  beg  par« 
don,  youag  ladies,**  sud  he,  speaking  in  a 
changed  voice,  ^  I  am  an  acquaintance  of  both 
your  father  and  mother,  and  I  wish  to  make 
flomecBquiries  for  them*" 

^'Piqpa  and  mamma  are  away  from  home, 
sir,''  said  Mary,  ^  they  are  both  very  weH*'' 

^  How  uqfortunate  P*  exclaimed  Roland.  ^  I 
am  so  tired  and  hungry.^' 

^'  Perhaps  you  would  Uke  to  come  to  the 
house,  and  ha:ve  some  lancheon,  «r,^  said 
Canulla, 

'^  I  should  very  much  indeed,'^  replied  Ro* 
land,  <<  I  have  walked  from  W ^.^ 

^<  We  wiU  show  you  the  way,  or,  wich  plea- 
sure,"  said  Camilla. 

fiefbre  they  reached  the  house,  RoUmd  and 
]iis  young  companions  were  the  best  possible 
Aieqds'-^hey  never  vecognised  him,  and  Mary 
he  would  scarcely  have  known,* such  an  im* 
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provement  had  taken  place  in  her  appearance 
during  the  time  that  had  passed  since  he  saw 
hen — Cammie  was  little  changed— ^e  same 
bright-looking  little  thing,  mirth  shining  in 
her  deep  black  eyes^  and  health  blooming  on 
her  dimpled  cheeks. 

Avery  nice  luncheon  was  soon  produced, 
and  the  little  girls  played  their  parts  most 
admirably,  whilst  Roland  did  justice  to  the 
good  cheer. 

^I  once  knew  your  sister,  Miss  O' Carrol V 
said  he,  ^'  where  is  she  now  ?" 

Mary  did  not  answer,  but  blushed  deeply. 
'  Camilla  did — ^  she  is  manied,  sir,  to  a  Mr. 
Percie." 

^'  Have  you  seen  her  lately  ?^  asked  he. 

"No,  sir,*'  replied  Cammie,  **  we  have  not 
seen  her  since  her  marriage.^' 

^^  Why  so,  my  little  girl/'  enquired  Roland, 
he  saw  Mary  shake  her  head  at  Camilla,  which 
she  did  not  mind,  for  she  loved  prat- 
tling. 
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*'  Charlotte  married  without  leave,  sir/'  said 
Cammie,  **  she  eloped.'* 

**  And  would  not  you  like  to  see  her/'  asked 
Roland. 

"Oh!  extremely/' exclaimed  both  the  chil- 
dren, ^  Charlotte  was  so  fond  of  us." 

''  And  she  has  a  nice  little  boy  now,'*  said 
Cammie,  "and  that  makes  me  an  aunt  you 
know,  I  do  npt  know  what  his  name  is." 

"  I  suppose  it  is  Roland,^'  said  Mary. 

•*I  know  your  sister's  husband  very  well 
indeed/'  said  Roland. 

"  We  know  him  too/'  said  Mary. 

"  I  thought  you  knew  nothing  of  Lotta's 
marriage,  sir/'  observed  Camilla,  "  you  en- 
quired where  she  was.*' 

"  Knowing  of  her  marriage,  would  not  tell 
me  where  she  resided,  would  it  my  little  in- 
quisitor?'* said  Roland. 

"And  another  Miss  O^CarroU  will  be  soon 
married,  sir,  I  can  tell  you,"  exclaimed  Ca- 
milla, "  Miss  Mary  has  a,  husband  ready — ^hQ 
K  5 
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was  here  lest  yeer>  he  writes  to  us;"  but 
seeing  Mary's  bashful  look,  Cammie  ran  up 
to  her  and  whispering  something,  made  her 
smile. 

'^  You  have  no  need  to  tell  me  the  name,  I 
know  k/'  said  Roland,  and  he  wished  Mary 
good  bye,  as  Lady  Adrian  Wilson  and  re- 
turned toW ,  to  Miss  O'Neiirs  cheerful 

company,  comparing  Charlotte's  present  lot 
with  the  enviable  one,  she  had  left  for  him. 
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CHAPTER  XVIIL 


Roland's  leave  of  abseace  bad  juat  expired, 
and  very  joyfully  his  young  wife  welcomed 
the  day  that  was  to  bring  him  home;  she 
arose  early  that  morning,  and  how  beautifully 
arranged  their  rooms  were,  she  had  bought, 
with  her  own  money  it  was,  some  geraniums, 
and  she  thought  they  quite  improved  the  look 
of  the  sitting  room ;  she  dressed  herself  with 
such  care,  how  thin  she  had  become  I  but  how 
little  she  cared  for  that;  there  was  her  beauti* 
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ful  boy  80  fat  and  healthy — surely  never  before 
was  seen  such  a  baby^  in  his  best  cap  and 
frock — Charbtte  had  arranged  a  little  bed  for 
him  on  the  sofa — ^the  cradle  was  removed  in 
honor  of  Roland's  return,  and  she  could  not 
bear  to  have  him  out  of  her  sight,  and  she 
would  not  leave  the  front  room»  which  com- 
manded a  view  of  the  barrack  square;  from  the 
windows  to  the  sofa  the  young  mother  walked 
incessantly,  now  she  would  kneel  by  the  infant 
and  speak  to  him  of  his  ^*  own  darling  papa,'^ 
and  then  she  would  go  to  the  window,  hoping 
to  see  him  appear. — ^*^If  I  were  away,  and 
Roland  came  in,  would  he  know  our  baby  I 
wonder,^'  thought  Charlotte,  *^and  would  he 
admire  him/^ 

£Ilen  broke  the  thread  of  her  cogitations 
by  abruptly  entering — **  I  think,  ma'am,  the 
master  must  be  come,  for  I  see  young  Mr. 
Jervis  below,  talking  to  his  father/' 

Charlotte  flew  to  the  window,  and  just  then 
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Roland  entered  the  yard,  and  meeting  two 
officers^  stopped  for  some  time  walking  up  and 
down  with  them,  and  conversing,  evidently  in 
high  spirits — she  shrank  back — poor  thing — 
after  so  long  an  absence — at  least  to  her  it  had 
appeared  long,  to  feel  so  careless  about  seeing 
her — she  felt  herself  tremble — did  he  then  real- 
ly care  so  little  for  her?  a  tear  started  to  her 
eye — ^she  sent  Ellen  away,  and  by  her  baby's 
side  she  sat,  every  instant  expecting  her  hus- 
band's appearance,  but  for  nearly  an  hour  he  re- 
mained away.  Jervis  had  joined  the  group, 
and  he  told  of  their  travels  so  pleasantly  Ro- 
land could  not  leave  him — ^he  certainly  looked 
more  than  once  at  the  windows  of  his  quarters, 
but  he  saw  no  one  there. 

Charlotte  heard  his  step  on  the  stairs,  she 
knew  it  well,  and  with  a  palpitating  heart  she 
advanced  towards  the  door  and  threw  her  arms 
round  his  neck,  and  he  did  kiss  her  with  some-^ 
thin^  for  the  first  time  like  love 
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^Lock  at  our  84Mi»  doareat  Bckukd/^  aald 
Charlotte^  «ia  lie  not  a  kvdj boy ?--«> like 
you  he  ia  wliea  ho  0|pao8  hia  eyoa  aod 
amilea/* 

That  eTeniag  j^aaaed  hafffly  to  Chiui^te-^ 
Bolaod  exerted  himadf  to  be  agreeaUe;  the 
touxista  Game  to  the  tea  taUa  of  oiie»  they  aUl 
admired  aa  much  as  they  did  Cholrlottey  with 
great  pleasure^*-«he  had  pr^ared  a  litck  aup* 
per  for  them,  aod  moat  choaiAdly  the  night 
wore  on. 

^  I  have  but  one  eomplakit  to  allege  against 
your  husband^  Mrs*  Fercie/'  said  Jenria^  g^7» 
^and  that  one  is^  that  on  a  grand  ballHiight» 
in  the  fiur  city  o£  Cork^  he  passed  hbnaelf  off 
as  a  bachelor — ^flirted  lOMMt  assiduously  with 
one  unfortunate  creature*  Make  him  tell  you 
all  he  said  to  her.^ 

«<ru  do  that  williagfy,  Jenris/»  ezcbdmed 
Bidandj  with  a  good  hiunonr  that  quite  aat»* 
nished  Charlotte»--^^I  waa  intioduoed  to  your 
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fskftid^  Mits  Maalierton^  Ctuurlolte»  and  I  did>. 
as  Jervis  rdaftes,  pay  lier  moat  marked  atten- 
tion. She  knew  me  ma  Captain  Perdval>  and 
moreoTer^  to  prove  what  a  good  opinion  thia 
fair  ladjr  had  of  mCf  ahe  entrusted  me  with  a 
parcel  fhr  this  same  Mm*  Fiereie  ;-^-ao^  Jervis^ 
what  can  you  say  ?" 

<"  That  you  a»  a  happy  feUow^that  is  all^'' 
said  jervisy  bowing  few  to  Charktte. 

The  party  separated  at  a  late  hour. 

For  oome  days  RolandV  attention  to  Char- 
lotte and  his  son^  made  the  former  Tsiy  happy^ 
but  soon  his  love  of  pkasufee  oveicame  thia 
domestic  turn,  and  the  gaitiea  ol  Dublin  had 
more  cluffnui  for  him  than  the  smiles  of  either 
wife  or  child.  The  winter  had  set  in,  and 
the  metropolis  was  in  its  gay  season,  and 
none  enjoyed  the  pleasures  of  it  more  than 
Roland  Perde.  Charlotte  seldom  went  out, 
8lhe  was  so  mudi  engaged  with  her  boy,  who 
well  rewarded  her  trouble,  for  he  grew  daily  ia 


208  THS  ELOPSMBNT. 

atrenglh  and  beauty.  One  nighty  by  her  hus- 
band's desire^  she  accepted  the  invitation  of  a 
widow  lady,  who  was  famous  for  supper  par- 
ties, and  who  had  frequently  asked  both  of 
them  to  her  house.  Charlotte  dressed  herself 
with  care,  but  without  ornaments,  and  Roland, 
remarking  this,  said: 

^  Come,  Lotta,  you  must  wear  some  orna- 
ment— ^you  look  too  girlish  in  that  simple 
style/' 

Charlotte  went  into  her  room  and  took  out 
her  gold  chain,  her  father's  gift,  and  with  this, 
and  Roland's  only  gift  to  her>  a  small  diamond 
brooch,  she  returned  to  her  husband. 

«<  Why  don^t  you  wear  the  pearls^  Lotta,'' 
said  he,  ^  they  become  you  so  much.'' 

*^  Oh,  these  will  do,  dear  Roland,"  said  she^ 
gaily — come,  we  shall  be  late  at  Mrs.  O'Mea. 
gher's,  and  I  bear  she  is  very  particular."' 

^^No,"  said  Roland^  ^'you  must  put  on  the 
pearls — I  desire  you,'* 
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She  hesitated. 

•*  What  are  you^bout  i^  asked  he  angrily— 
'*  don't  keep  me  waiting  longer.  Tou  ladies^ 
with  your  dress,  are  a  great  plague  to  one  ;— 
how  happy  I  was  without  a  wife  dragging 
to  a  party  this  way/' 

^  1  would  rather  remain  at  home,  dear  Rfy- 
land,''  said  she,  gently» 

^'But  you  shan't  remain  at  home,  madam," 
replied  he;  ''can't  you  bear  so  much  to  be 
said  to  you  without  falling  into  the  pouts  ? — A 
pretty  life  is  in  store  for  me  with  you..  For 
your  own  sake  I  suggest  a  change  of  dress, 
and  you  fly  off  in  this  manner — ^you'll  stay  at 
home,  indeed — a  pattern  mother;  caring  for 
nothing  but  your  infant.  Very  little  would 
make  me  pack  him  off  to  the  country,  to  be 
nursed." 

Had  he  noticed  Charlotte's  cheek,  he  would 
have  seen  its  ghastly  hue. 
''  Roland,"  said  she — and  a  slight  tremor  dis- 
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turbed  her  voice— ^  I  would  wiilUiigty  dnage 
my  dvatft  twenty  times  to  pieeee  jaa,  and  I 
4rtioaid  feel  gratefiilibr  your  cmng  idbout  my 
looks.'' 

^  Qreleftil  nottsease-^is V  said  Refamd. 

<<I  cannot  wear  the  pearls^I  haire  not 
them.*" 

Roland  was  standing  new  the  fi^e-plaoe^ 
wilh  his  baek  tl/'iliyfaMeto  the  fire>and  near- 
Ijr  o|)poHte  to  him  «tood  Gbarioite-^Theonly 
fight  IB  the  room  wees  from  the  hed^Toom  oi^fr- 
dle^  whieh  Ghariotte  had  plaeed  on  a  table 
near  hcsr. 

^  And  where  sxe  they,  <madam  ?  may  I  en% 
quire/'  aAed  Rolftud,  in  a  edd  Toioe. 

^  I  sold  them,*'  eaid  Chaifotte,  fainxly,  ^to 
|)ay— *' 

*'  Sold  them^^  exclaimed  Roland^  vehement* 
ly--^  seld  the  o^ty  things  of  vidm  you  had-^ 
without  my  leave— theiPS  is  no  bearing  with 
yon— and  he  idlted  a  Uow  «t  lus  gentle,  yomg 
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iRdfi9-^t  Btrock  ber  on  the  tmr  niiite  «houlfler> 
and  Aeforoe  of  it  sent  lllie  oham  RWiidiier 
neck  deep  into  the  tender  fleeh. 

fifae  did  not  Bcseara,  nor  did  ehe  tush  fiom 
the  room — she  kneir  her  maid  wss  in  the 
next  room — she  reeled  beneath  the  blow — bus 
painful  jts  it  was  to  her.  bodily  feefing,, 
whi^  was  it  in  oompnrison  to  that  inffiet-* 
ed  on  her  affiectiocL — Sine  moaned  lowlj^ 
and  some  stifled  sobs  escaped  her-^she  sank 
on  a  chair^  and  eovering  her  face  ^th  her 
hands,  fidt,  for  the  time,  as  if  her  heart 
woisrld  break. 

^*8(M  them,''  again  almost  scnsimed  Ro* 
land — his  anger  seeming  to  increase  ftom  the 
werjr  idea  be  vas  obliged  to  adinat  Ae  jiMtness 
of,  that  be  had  hurt  bis  poor  young  wife  ■ 
^  sold  them  to  gratify  your  eKtravagiBoe — ^to 
buy  auch  as  these-^and  he  strode  ^nrer  towarda 
the  geranium  stand,  and  be  deMberately  broke 
the  stems  of  idl  his  wife*«  plantfr^plaats  she 
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had  bought  for  his  aake^  and  tearing  off  branch 
after  branchy  he  threw  the  whole  into  the 
fire.  **  VYL  teach  you^  madam,  to  restrain  you 
fancies/'  he  advanced  towards  her-*-'*  1*11  teach 
you  that  you  must  obej^  me---or  Pll  divorce 
you/^ 

Charlotte  shrunk  back  on  her  chair. 

''Where  and  when  did  you  dare  to  sell  these 
pearls  ?*'  asked  Roland,  in  a  voice  husky  from 
anger. 

Charlotte,  in  as  brief  terms  as  she  could, 
told  her  tale.  What  an  effort  it  required  to 
send  back  the  tears — to  suppress  the  groans 
that  she  felt  it  would  have  been  a  relief  to 
give  utterance  to-^she  took  her  hands  from 
her  faee— of  as  ashy  whiteness  as  a  corpse  it 
wa&-^the  very  lips  were  livid,  and  the  fair 
shoulder,  could  she  look  round  on  it  was 
already  swollen,  and  marked,  and  pained  her 
especially — ^but  she  succeeded — she  told  of 
the  bill  from  the  IiondoQ  shopkeepei^*^aad  of 
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her  disposid  of  the  pearbk-^she  did  not  say 
who  had  been  the  purchaser— nor  did  she  try 
to  show  bow  well  she  had  loved  even  his  good 
name,  when  she  parted  with  what  was  so 
dear. 

Roland  heard  her  in  silence^  and  then  he  left 
the  room. 

Charlotte,  when  she  thought  he  was  gone, 
threw  herself  on  her  knees  and  wept  plenti- 
fully. 

Roland  heard  her,  and  he  returned — ^^  Mrs. 
Percie/'  said  he,  coldly,  ''  I  shall  be  with  you 
in  half  an  hour,  and  you  must  then  come  to 
Mrs.  O'Meagher's  party,*'  and  he  slapped  the 
door  after  him,  and  poor  Charlotte  was 
alone. 

For  nearly  a  quarter  of  an  hour  she  gave 
way  unrestrainedly  to  her  tears,  she  thought 
it  was  her  only  chance  of  gaining  composure — 
and  when  Roland  returned  she  was  waiting 
for  him — ^a  scarf  thrown  over  her  beautiful 
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neck  and  dieuldera;  the  rose  and  foBow- 
ed  him  to  the  carriage  that  took  tftem  to  a 
scene  not  at  all  in  harmony  with  her  feelings. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


"^  Rbmsmbek,  madam,  I  expect  you  will  make 
no  scene  here  with  faintinga  or  nonaense," 
said  Roland  to  Charbtte,  aa  thejr  ascended  the 
ataira^  at  Mrs.  O^Meagher'a.  ^  You  most  play 
and  aing,  md  do  every  thing  you  are  aak« 
ed.'* 

They  entered  die  drawing«roomi  it  waa  not 
more  than  half  full,  and  those  that  were  there 
seemed  enjoying  tbemaehrea  highly.  The  room 
waa  brilliantly  lighted^  and  poor  Charlotte'a 
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extreme  paleness  afforded  a  strong  contrast  to 
the  gaiety  of  the  scene.  Could  the  feelings  of 
those  we  see  around  us  in  similar  scenes,  be 
all  known,  how  much  anguish  would  oftentimes 
be  discovered  under  the  semblance  of  cheer- 
fulness and  enjoyment. 

*^I  feared  you  would  not  come,  Mrs, 
Percie/*  said  Mrs.  O'Meaghek*,  advancing  to- 
wards Charlotte — ^  it  is  so  late.'' 

^  We  had  no  idea  of  losing  your  pleasant 
party,  Mrs.  O'Meagher/'  replied  Roland,  **  but 
we  were  unavoidably  detained.'' 

^^  Not  by  illness  I  hope>''  said  she,  glancing 
at  Charlotte's  extremely  pale  face. 

^*  Oh,  nO)  no— business,"  hurriedly  exclaim- 
ed Roland,  and  he  led  his  wife  to  a  seat,  and 
their  hostess  joining  her,  he  sauntered  off,  and 
poor  Charlotte  felt  under  a  kind  of  bewilder- 
ment ;  her  husband^  her  dearly  loved  Robmd, 
had  struck  her^-she  who,  during  her  whole 
chUdhood,  could  never  remember  having  got 
even  a  gentle  slap,  as   a  chastisement,  and 
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now  a  wife  and  mother,  to  get  a  blow  from 
one  she  had  left  so  much  for ;  but  he  surely 
did  not  mean  to  hurt  her. 

"  Do  you  play  cards^  Mrs.  Percie  ?**  asked 
Mrs.  O'Meagher,  wishing  to  find  some  occu- 
pation for  so  silent  a  lady,  and  one  so  seeming- 
ly dead  to  all  emjoyment. 

Charlotte  started  from  her  reverie,  and  re- 
plied in  the  affirmative ;  she  thought  she  had 
asked  her  if  she  played  the  piano. 

'*Are  they  a  favourite  pastime  of  yours  ?'* 
enquired  her  hostess, 

''  Very  much  so/'  answered  Charlotte. 

'^  Perhaps  you  would  come  into  the  next 
room,  and  join  the  players,  it  may  amuse 
you/'  said  Mrs.  O'Meaghar. 

'^  If  you  wish,  I  shall  be  very  happy,''  said 
Charlotte,  and  she  followed  her  to  the  next 
room — ^it  was  inside  the  drawing  room — a 
small  apartment,  comfortably  fitted  up,  not 
with  musical  instruments  as  Charlotte  had 
thought,  but  with  all  other  furniture  neces- 

VOL.    II.  L 
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sary  for  a  sitting  tobm;  aroond  it  were  tlnm 
card  tables^  two  were  occupied^  the  other 
empty ;  one  near  the  door  Waft  crowded  with 
persons  evidently  enjoying^  very  heartily,  the 
then  fashionable  game  of  *^Pope  Joaa;"  at 
the  other  were  four  persons  playing  whist^ 
two  ladies  and  a  gentleman  who  looked  towards 
her  as  she  entered^  the  other  gentleman  sat 
with  his  back  towards  the  door. 

*'  Do  join  us,  Mrs.  O'Meagher,^  said  a  kdy 
whist  player,  *<Mr«  Grenville  acknowledges 
he  is  tired  of  us — we  do  not  play  scientifieal- 
ly  enough  for  him.'* 

*^  If  Mr.  GrenTiUe  leave,  I  must  abscond," 
said  the  second  gentleman. 

The  voice  made  Charlotte  Btart — they  were 
close  to  the  speaker— he  turned  to  address 
Mrs.  O'Meagher,  and  Charlotte  eaw  her  fa« 
ther,  her  own  dear  father;  she  was  -so  «iear  . 
him,  she  could  have  toodbed  him:  he  saw 
her — ^plainly  saw  her,  but  he  bent  over  his  •cards. 
Charlotte,  for  a  minute,   was  overcome,   she 
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knew  act  mhU  to  do ;  to  throw  hersdf  into 
her  father's  arms  was  her  first  impuke,  but 
tbea  he  might  reject  her  embrace,  and  Bo- 
land's  wiordS}  on  their  ascending  the  stairs, 
aou^ded  in  b^  ears.  She  turned  alowly  from 
the  room ;  Mrs.  O'Meagher  was  deep  in  con- 
versation with  Mr.  Orenville,  on  the  merits  of 
whist.    Cbariotte  gmned  the  seat  she  had  va- 


Roland  had  watehed  her  exit  and  ^ntrancci 
smd  in  a  minute  he  was  by  her  side.  ^  What 
<}Qes  llus  mean,  madam  ?'*  asked  he,  in  a  low, 
angry  tone ;  ^  why  cannot  you  remain  quietly 
in  icme  place  ?'^ 

**  Roland,''  said  she  very  gently,  "  I  am 
afraid  I  am  getting  ill-^would  you  allow  me 
to  go  home  ?— my  father  is  in  that  room." 

Roland  took  her  arm,  he  pressed  it  rudely, 

aad  walked  with  her  from  the  room:  outside 

the    door,  in   the  cool  passage   he   stopped* 

*  Perhaps  you'll  recover  here,  Mrs.  Percie," 

L  3 
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said  he ;  ^'  when  I  bring  you  to  a  party  agaisi 
you  will  thank  me.^ 

Some  person  unclosed  the  drawing  room 
door ;  it  was  Mr*  CVCarroU^  he  could  not  re- 
main so  near  his  child  and  enjoy  himself,  and 
he  slipped  away  as  soon  as  he  could  from  his 
card  party« 

^  Ohj  father !  dearest,  dear  father  f*  sobbed 
Charlotte,  forgetting  Roland's  injunctions; 
•'forgive  me,  I  am  so  very— Tery-*— '* 

"Never,  never,*'  was  Mr.  O'Carroll's  only 
answer;  he  strode  down  the  stairs,  and  was 
gone. 

**  Oh,  father  !  listen — do  come  back,''  said 
Charlotte,  faintly. 

Roland  shook  her  by  the  arm,  roughly* 

^'Oh,  Roland,  I  am  so  -— ^"  said  she,  and 
she  fainted. 

Roland  cursed  deep  and  long^^they  were 
useless  now — he  hated  such  scenes,  he  there- 
fere  took  his  wife  up  in  his  arms,  and  carried 
her  down  stairs  into  a  parlour ;  here,  by  the 
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aid  of  two  female  servants^  he  succeeded  in  re- 
covering her^  and  then  he  called  a  carriage, 
and  took  her  home ;  not  a  word  of  either  re- 
proach or  affection  did  he  bestow  on  her  that 
night. 

How  true  it  is  that  when  we  are  the  aggres*- 
sors,  we  feel  a  sort  of  dislike  to  the  aggres^ 
«ed. 

Poor  Charlotte's  woes  were  soon  forgotten 
in  a  deep  and  dreamless  sleep,  she  never  re  ^ 
membered  before  to  have  felt  so  entirely 
overcome. 

Mr.  O'CarroU  paced  his  room  for  many 
hours  that  night,  ere  he  retired  to  rest — the 
face  of  his  dearest  child,  so  pale  and  thin, 
was  constantly  before  him-<-''  If  I  knew  she 
were  happy,  how  glad  I  should  feel,**  thought 
he — '^  I  cannot  forgive  her — no,  she  treated 
me  wickedly — ^what  an  example  it  would  be 
to  my  other  two  little  girls,  if  I  foigave  her-*- 
they  are  growing  up — ^they  may  treat  me  in 
the  same  way." 
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Eiirly  next  morniiig,  Mr.  O'CairoD  left 
DttUin* 

Charlotte  waited  dioncr  nearly  two  hours 
next  evening  for  Roland,  but  he  did  not  make 
bis  appearance — he  had  eaten  his  breakfast 
in  silence,  and  gone  out  immediately  after 
it,  she  knew  not  whither* 

Ellen  seeing  her  mistress'  anxiety,  made 
enquiries  for  Roland,  and  learned  he  was 
dining  at  the  mess-table* 

For  the  following  fortnight  Roland  never 
dined  with  his  wife,  and  at  times  she  would 
find  herself  struggling  to  receive  him  ^nth  a 
smile,  instead  of  a  sigh,  but  her  love  was  now 
too  deep  rooted  for  his  unkindness  to  era*- 
dicate  it ;  it  was  a  steady  enduring  love,  which 
like  many  a  beautiful  wild  plant  growing  in 
an  uncared  for  woodland,  which  a  kindly  dew 
first  fostered  in  its  growth-^-grow  and  thrive 
all  the  stronger  and  more  luxuriant  from  the 
very  n^lect-— allowing  all  its  beauties  to  de» 
velope   themselves — and  the  storms  and  the 
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lains^  and  the  cold^  came  and  went  and  left 
the  plant  blooming  more  freshly  in  its  native 
soil — and  the  trials^  and  vexations^  and  chills^ 
Charlotte's  love  met  witb^  instead  of  blightmg 
its  beauty^  added  vigor  to  its  strength — showed 
forth  its  many  hidden  perfections — and  though 
nurtured  by  unkindnesses  it  did  not  wither. 
Another  woman's  bve,  like  an  exotic,  would 
have  required  care  and  attentive  skill  to  keep 
it  from  dying — but  such  was  not  Charlotte's — 
it  was  a  part  of  herself^  firmly  twined  round 
every  fibre  of  her  firame^  and  showing  in  its 
vigorous  growth,  how  pure  and  good  was  the 
soil  it  had  taken  root  in« 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


The  Christmas  of  that  year  came  in  with  the 
most  violent  storms  of  snow,  it  was  dangerous 
to  traverse  the  streets  of  Dublin,  and  Char- 
lotte, except  to  attend  divine  worship,  did  not 
leave  her  quarters,  during  the  Christmas  time. 
Mirth  was  abroad,  and  very  many  invitations, 
most  friendly,  and  pressing  ones,  came  in  on 
her  solitude,  but  she  refused  them   all — ^the 
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bitter  night  of  her  last  party  came  before  her, 
and  she  determined,  unless  Roland  desired 
her,  to  abstain  from  accepting  them,  and  often 
when  she  saw  him  going  out,  she  would  wish 
he  would  say  she  should  accompany  him,  but 
he  was  too  full  of  his  own  enjoyment,  to  care 
for  tier's. — Since  Mrs.  O^Meagher's  party,  he 
had  rarely  dined  at  home,  and  his  careless 
coldness  gave  his  poor  wife  little  com* 
fort. 

Christmas  day  dawned,  and  there  is  no  time 
of  the  year  more  gladdening  than  Christmas — 
Christmas — ^merry,  happy  Christmas — it  brings 
bright  thoughts  of  home  and  its  joys  before 
us.  We  feel  young  in  our  recollections  of  the 
cheerful  nights  of  ^old  Christmas.^ 

Charlotte's  Christmas  greeting  with  her 
husband  was  sweetly  spoken,  and  received  a 
cold  *^  thank  you,'*  from  him. 

Their  breakfast  was  a  dull  meal,  she  tried 
to  rally  her  spirits,  to  be  gay  when  so  many 
L  5 


220  THS  ELOFCVBRT. 

were  so,  but  Roland  gave  her  no  encoanige* 
ment,  and  her  efforts  failed  her* 

On  her  return  from  chapel,  her  husband  was 
outy  and  had  left  word  he  was  engaged  to  dme 
with  some  friends,  and  she  took  her  solitary 
meal,  with  what  appetite  she  pleased-— there 
was  no  attentive  httsbaod  to  press  her  to  eat*^ 
no  frither,  nor  brother---nor  siBter— nor  friend, 
to  speak  kind  words--«^but  she  had  a  comfort,  in 
her  beautiful  baby — ^and  she  sat  that  long  eren» 
ing  with  him,  and  she  tried,  as  she  watched 
his  little  smUes,  to  fiMiicy  herself  happy.«^he 
had  drawn  a  low  chair  near  the  fiie,  and  in 
this  she  sat  with  her  little  Roland  in  her  arms. 
I  have  often  remarked  that  a  fire  makes  one 
contempktive--it  made  our  poor  heroine  so  at 
any  rate. 

A  group  of  singers  in  the  barrack  square^ 
chaunting  forth  Quistmas  carols,  brought 
her  thoughts  to  Christmas  and  all  its  asso- 
ciations*   One    oft  repeated  line  of  a  verse 
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veacked    her  ears  from  th^  songsters   i9Ut* 
side  t 

*'  R^oice  and  be  yon  merry,  set  sorrow  aside,**. 

She  fiwnd  it  impossible  to  do  so*  Vmt  cm^ 
to  her  memory,  the  btithsome  days  of  ehUd. 
hood,  when  Christmas  with  Us  holidays,  it$ 
presentey  and  its  vaned  amusementSt  made 
such  a  hi^py  time,  then  the  meny  achod 
days,  when  the  previous  restraint  made  the 
holiday  freedom  doubly  relished — their  echooJr 
gill  attempts  at  theaidcalfr*— the  {Measure  of 
the  applause  their  e&rts  gained  them-*their 
tricks  and  jokes  with  •eadi  other,  and  the  good 
humosur  and  harmony  of  aU«*-i*Tbeo  her  first 
Christmas  as  a  girl-^what  a  happy  one  it  was 
at  Marihorpe  Viearsge* 

Ah  1  little  did  she  then  think  Bdbad^  who 
seemed  to  value  so  much  her  yoang  affections 
would  so  soon  have  become  careless  about 
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tliem~bow  blksfel  were  her  feeliog8  of  enjoy- 
ment during  that  Christmas— since  then^  three 
returns  of  the  festive  season  had  come  round, 
bringing  with  them  the  inevitable  changes  of 
life — she  was  now  a  mother — and  when  the 
year  revolved  again  what  changes  might  appear 
«— she  riinddered — tears  slowly  trickled  down 
her  cheeks;  for  a  long  time  she  continued 
gazing  on  the  blazing  fire^  but  imperceptibly 
her  head  reelined  against  the  back  of  the 
chair,  an  old  fashioned  high  backed  chair  it 
was— and  she  fell  asleep.  What  a  beautiful  pic* 
ture  that  young  mother  and  child  would  have 
made  in  that  position — Charlotte's  hair  had 
escaped  from  its  confinement  and  hung  about 
her  shoulders— her  face  was  pale,  and  the  long 
dark  lashes  and  beautiful  brows  showed  clear- 
ly on  the  almost  transparent  skin— one  arm 
supported  the  head  of  her  baby,  and  the  other 
"Was  round  him. 

In  one  of  the  gayest  houses  in  the  metropo^ 
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M^  on  that  nighty  were  assembled  a  large  and 
merry  party  of  the  youth,  beauty^  and  fashion 
of  Dublin^  and  gayest  amid  the  gay  throng 
was  the  very  handsome  and  very  gay  Roland 
Perde.  Did  he  think  of  his  wife  ? — ^he  com* 
forted  himself  by  saying,  she  preferred  being 
at  home,  and  he  enjoyed  himself,  nor  cared  for 
the  devoted  one  whose  best  days  his  careless- 
ness was  poisoning. 

^^WeU,  Percie,'^  exclaimed  Jervis,  coming 
up  to  him,  ^^  allow  this  is  a  brilliant  assem- 
blage. Why,  if  we  had  some  of  the  old  ortho- 
dox Christmas  revelries,  kissing  under  the 
mistletoe,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  it  would 
be  complete.  Why  did  you  not  make  Mrs. 
Percie  come  ?*' 

^<She  prefers  remaining  at  home,''  replied 
Roland,  quickly ;  ''  women,  I  assure  you,  like 
dieir  own  way,  and  I  give  her  to  enjoy  her's.*^ 

**  If  she  were  my  wife,"  thought  Jervis,  **  I 
would  make  her  come.^' 

*^  Jervis,  my  dear  fellow,  I  congratulate  yoit 
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horn  my  hearty"  and  Ranald  WiUoughbyt 
en  jMMMil  to  join  tiie  danoen. 

*^  I  know  of  no  pAitioolar  caitfle  of  ooogra* 
tuktioD  I  ftm  Ueaaed  wilh*''  cxcloiinad  Jtr^ 
vis. 

^<  Did  you  not  see  the  last  airivalyOyOyHefs?^ 
aaked  Wilkmghby. 

••No,— who  was  it  ?^  esquired  Jervia. 

^'A  graceful,  fair*haired  nympSi^  who  fe» 
members  a  baU  in  Cork*  I  am  sure/'  said  Wil- 
lougfaby, 

^  What  is  it  Jervis's  Diilcinea^  whom  he  so 
unkindly  flirted  with  in  Cork,  and  never  hoed* 
ed  broken  hearts  nor  bitdcen  vows?"  asked 
Rdand,  gaily.  ^  The  poor  girl^  I  dane  sayt 
remembers  him/^ 

^  Are  yon  serious^  Reginidd  ?**  enfviifid  Jer* 
vis;  <^did  you  see  Mias  Atterbury  here  to* 
night  ?  Her  preseace  would  iadeed  make  the 
scene  ooo^lete.'' 

Roland  observed  Wilkuighfay^fl  partner  smil^ 
sod  hesaU: 
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^Why  Piera,  you  nxt  a  most  unthinking 
fellow;  it  is  veiy  dangerous  to  mention  a 
lady's  name.  How  do  you  know  but  her  bro- 
ther might  overhear  your  observations^  and 
ask  you  what  your  intentions  are;  and  in 
this  country,  so  brave  are  aU  the  young  nien» 
they  would  think  nothing  of  fighting  six 
duels  with  you^  until  their  honor  was  sati&fi- 
ed.'^ 

«And,^  said  WiDoughby,  gaily,  <<fike  Sir 
Lucius  (^Trigger,  they  would  ask  you  '  if  an 
unlucky  bullet  should  carry  a  qtdebis  with  it/ 
would  you  choose  to  be  pickled  and  sent 
home  ?-— or  would  it  be  the  same  to  you  to  lie 
here  in  the  Abbey?  Pm  told  there  is  very 
snug  lying  in  the  Abbey — ^Ls  there  not,  Misa 
Coke  T*  asked  he  of  his  partner,  ^  you  mre  a 
Dublin  lady,  and  should  know/^ 

<^  I  would  recommend  your  friend  to  choose 
a  *snug  lying,'  in  St.  Andrew's  cemetery," 
replied  Miss  Coke,  evidently  greatly  amua- 
ed. 
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*^  My  intentions,  I  assure  you^  are  all  on  the 
side  of  peace/'  said  Jervis.  '*  The  lady 
amused  me.  She  was  pretty,  gay,  and  young, 
and  I  endeavoured  to  amuse  her;  but  my 
brother  officers  were  jealous  of  my  success — 
this  is  the  reason  of  their  unkind  remarks.  1 
must  go  now  and  seek  my  '  £loisa/  "  and  Jer* 
vis  went  off  gaily. 

*^  Her  name  is  not  Louisa— it  is  Constantia,'' 
said  Miss  Coke,  to  WiUoughby,  not  under- 
standing the  allusion. 

He  could  not  restrain  a  smile,  as  he  asked, 
<*  do  you  know  Miss  Atterbury  ?" 

^  She  is  only  my  half-sister,^'  replied  Miss 
Coke,  and  Roland  aud  WiUoughby  enjoyed 
the  joke  highly. 

Jervis  was  well  quizzed  by  them  both. 

^*  And  has  she  brothers  ?'^  asked  RolBnd, 

*^  Seven  of  them,  Captain  Percie,'*  answered 
Miss  Coke;  '^but  all  too  juvenile  to  excite 
your  friend's  fears/' 

Very  gaily  the  night  wore  on.    At  a  ]^te 
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liour  supper  was  announoedt  and  it  did  honor 
to  the  Christmas  times. 

Jervis  sat  by  his  lady-love.  She  was  young* 
and  romantic  enough— had  read  dozens  of 
novels^  and  she  believed  all  he  whispered  her 
so  sweetly  was  true.  She  had  often  dwek  with 
delight  on  their  first  acquaintance,  and  bad 
pined  to  meet  him  again,  and  with  undis* 
guised  delight  received  his  attentions..  She 
was  an  artless,  affectionate  creature— unso* 
phisticated  in  the  world^s  ways,  and  she 
yielded  up  her  guileless  heart  to  a  heartless 
man — at  least  heartless  in  his  flirtations  with 
her.  He  escorted  her  home  that  night,  and 
left  her  to  dream  of  his  suf^sed  attach- 
ment. 

Roland  came  to  his.  quarters  more  than 
half  inebriated,  from  the  repeated  potations 
of  Champagne  he  had  indulged  in. 

During  the  Christmas  time  parties  followed 
each  other  every  night.  On  the  last  night  of 
the  year  a  public  ball  was  given,  and  to  this 
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Roland  desired  Charlotte  to  oome^  so  many, 
he  told  her,  had  enquired  whj  she  absented 
herself  that  he  was  tired  of  answering  their 
enquiries* 

Could  he  not  have  affected  a  little  anxiety 
to  see  her  amused?  How  much  it  would 
have  added  to  her  enjoyment.  She  went, 
however^  and  tried  her  very  best  to  appear  as 
gay  as  those  around  her,  and  much  admiration 
she  excited. 

Time  wore  slowly  on,  and  their  regimentf 
then  more  than  a  year  in  Dublin,  were  order* 
ed  to  a  small  county  town;  this  was  a  change 
Roland  could  not  bring  himself  to  submit  to^ 
and  by  a  little  exertion,  he  effiscted  his  ex- 
change from  that  regiment  into  one  then 
quartered  in  Brighton. 

And  did  Charlotte  care  for  herself?— no: 
but  she  was  glad  at  the  change  for  her  beauti* 
ful  boy ;  the  fresh  sea  breezes  would  do  him 
good,  for  he  was  rather  delicate;  and  too^ 
Brighton  and  its  gaieties  had  charms  finr  her 
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idolized  husband.  How  did  he  repay  her  de« 
votion  I  by  a  neglect  that  made  her  feel^  in 
full  force^  her  undutiful  conduct  towards  her 
parents.  Poor  Charlotte  I  you  fulfilled  well 
all  your  duties  of  wife  and  mother.  It  was 
sad  your  young  days  should  have  so  soon  heeo 
embittered. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 


The  Antumn  of  the  year  was  on  the  decline, 
and  Winter  was  approaching  with  a  bleak  and 
barren  aspect;  little  Roland's  health,  which 
was  occasionally  delicate,  gave  his  fond  mo- 
ther some  uneasiness. 

The  Christmas  came,  and  Roland  went  to 
his  home  for  a  few  days,  and  Charlotte  fear- 
ing to  travel  so  far  with  her  baby,  remained 
at  the  barracks.  A  cold,  comfortless  Christmas 
it  was,  and  a  mothers'  love  alone  made  her  en- 
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dure  it ;  but  it  passed  slowly,  and  the  new 
year  opened ;  she  spent  the  day  in  watching 
by  the  little  bed  of  her  boy,  who  was  fever- 
ish and  cross,  cutting  his  first  tooth ;  he  slept 
tranquilly  during  the  night,  but  his  mother 
often  rose  from  her  bed,  to  watch  his  slum« 
bers. 

Next  day,  a  bright  sunshiny  day,  she  took 
him  out  for  a  short  walk,  and  on  returning 
found  a  letter  for  |her — ^it  was  from  her  friend, 
Alicia  Masterton ;  she  broke  the  seal — a  black 
one  it  was — with  a  fearful  foreboding  of  evil 
and  misery:  she  turned  deadly  pale,  and 
Ellen  snatched  little  Roland  from  her  lap, 
as  she  fell  with  a  stunning  force  on  the 
ground. — No  sound  escaped  her  lips. 

Ellen  ran,  with  the  child  in  her  arms,  and 
palled  for  assistance. 

The  doctor  of  the  regiment  instantly  came, 
and*  said  she  must  have  received  some  violent 
shock,  he  made  Ellen  read  the  letter,  and  there 
was  an  account    of  Henry's  death, — he   had 
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been  delicate  for  some  timey  and  a  fever  eut 
him  off  in  a  fev  days,  in  the  prime  of  joaSx 
and  beauty,  at  the  univmsiitjr* 

Charlotte  was  earned  to  bed*  and  lay  for 
hcMirs  apparently  senseless,  and  all  efforts  were 
vain  to  rouse  her. 

When  Ellen  hearing  the  doctor  express  a 
wish  that  something  should  be  done^  to  make 
her  cry,  proposed  that  music  should  be  tried, 
''that I  am  sure,''  said  the  ftkhful  creature, 
sobbing,  '<  will  make  my  dear  mtstress  cry 
if  any  thing  does,  for  poor  dear  Master  Henry 
deariy  loved  music,''  and  ahe  w«s  ri^U 

Chariotte  was  roused  by  hearing  sonnda  die 
loved  ao  well,  and  she  remembered  her  loss, 
and  wept,  and  wept  again.  For  days  six 
continued  in  a  state  bordering  on  insa- 
nity. 

Where  was  Kobrnd,  wiio  should  haare  been 
near  her  aC  this  grievous  triai?  from  Mar- 
thorpe,  he  wenttoa  race  meeting,  and  Uiere  he 
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laiiily,  of  hia  poor  wife's  grief* 

Poor  Cfaaiiotte  1  she  had  no  desr  fiieod 
neius  to  console  her,  sad  her  lameiitslioiis 
were  doubly  bitter,  by  the  rememfaraace  of 
her  dear  parents'  grief,  and  she  away  froin 
them,  anable  to  comfort  them.  Oh  V*  ex- 
claimed  she,  in  the  truest  anguish,  **  it  is  the 
best  are  taken  from  this  earth.  There  is 
Henry,  our  own  loved  Henry—- so  many 
loving  him,  and  he  so  iull  ^  life — ^there  he 
is  taken  away  from  the  earth  be  gladdened 
so  many  hearts  on.**There  he  is  snatched  off 
with  his  talents  and  Us  amiability — aU  now 
rotting  ii^  the  tomb,  aaid  here  am  I  leffc — I 
who  so  deeply  offended  those  parents-4ie 
never  cost  a  tear  to— -^-^  that  their  firat  tear  for 
him,  shoukl  be  so  sadly  called  forth.  Why  was 
I  not  taken  ?  no  teani  would  be  shed  for  me* 
•^I  coinld  be  spared — my  boy  is  too  young  to 
miss  me.  Oh,  Henry  1  Henry !  my  beloved 
brother,  are  our  walks  all  ovei^— our  hopes  for 
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the  future  all  decayed?  Oh  1  little  did  I  think 
our  quiet  ramble,  in  the  moonlight,  before  you 
went,  would  have  been  our  last — And  my 
last  letter  was  unanswered,  and  never,  never 
shall  I  hear  from  you  more.  Oh,  'tis  well 
there  is  left  me  a  blessed  hope  of  immortality, 
or  I  should  die/'  and  she  threw  herself  on 
her  knees,  and  prayed  to  the  Almighty 
Disposer  of  all  events,  to  enable  her  to  bear 
her  affliction. 

Who  but  a  sister,  a  loving  and  attached  sis- 
ter, can  tell  a  sister's  grief,  in  mourning  the 
death  of  a  beloved  brother  ?  None  assuredly — 
and  as  months  rolled  on,  Charlotte  still  griev^ 
ed,  yes,  deeply  and  truly  grieved  the  premature 
death  of  the  loved  one.  Her's  was  the  quiet 
grief,  the  most  profound,  which  vents  itself  not 
in  words  or  loud  wailing— she  wept  apparently 
unnoticed,  though  her  husband  sometimes  re- 
markedheralteredlooks,and  noiselessattentions. 
Before  him  she  preserved  a  seeming  tranquil- 
lity, but  her  once  forced  gaiety  was  all  gone,  she 
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mttended  as  regulaiiy  to  her  various  duties  as 
before — ^though  the  hope  for  the  future  had 
fled— in  the  death  of  her  beloved  Henry  she 
seemed  to  lose  all  interest  for  the  time  to  come« 

Roland  was  seldom  absent  from  parties  of 
pleasure,  but  his  return  home  was  always 
gladly  welcomed^  and  in  truth  never  was  a 
fonder,  nor  a  more  devoted  wife  than  Charlotte. 

The  following  summer  they  passed  a  month 
at  Marthorpe  vicarage,  and,  here  she  felt  an 
additional  degree  of  sadness,  for  every  thing 
reminded  her  of  Henry;  her  mother-in-law 
saw  at  a  glance  that  she  was  not  happy,  and 
assisted  by  Mr.  Percie,  tried  to  make  her  so  as 
far  as  they  could,  and  she  felt  grateful  for  their 
kindness. 

Barton  was  there  in  the  gayest  spirits,  he 
was  going  to  be  married  to  an  elderly  and 
very  rich  heiress,  and  Charlotte  sighed  to  think 
how  easily  he  had  ceased  to  lament  Emma  Leslie; 
she  forgot  that  three  years  had  passed  since  her 

VJL.  II.  H 
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death,  and  in  this  world  of  changCy  how  long 
three  years  seem. 

Two  more  yetrs  passed  oni  and  Bath  was 
their  destination  for  a  tinier 

Bohmd  was  growing  every  day  more  care- 
less. 

Five  years  experience  of  wedded  life  bad 
Charlotte  now  had)  and  frequently  as  she 
compared  it  to  that  of  her  parents  she  would 
sigh  and  weep  in  acknowledging  she  merited 
her  punishment* 

Her  son  now  prattling  was  her  joy — she 
loved  him  with  a  double  fervency  of  a  mother's 
love,  and  she  would  remain  gazing  on  his 
lovely  countenance  so  like  what  his  father  had 
first  appeared  to  her^  until  she  would  fancy 
herself  happy. 

Morning  concerts  were  then,  as  they  are 
now,  greatly  the  fashion  in  Bath,  and  Roland 
coming  home  late  one  night,  and  finding  Char- 
lotte awaiting  his  arrival  with  a  little  supper 
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^ptt6d  to  welcome  hite^  he  felt  a  return  of 
iris  old  love,  and  made  her  promise  to  go 
with  him  to  a  concert  next  day. 

Charlotte  was  happy  in  any  proof  of  his  af. 
fection,  she  gladly  accepted  the  proposal, 
and  rose  next  morning  with  a  feeling  of  plea- 
sure, to  which  she  had  long  been  a  stranger. 

Ellen,  in  dressing  her  mistress  in  her  ele* 
gant  and  expensive  walking  dress,  which  was 
a  present  from  Mr.  Percie,  thought  she  had 
never  seen  her  look  handsomer. 

Charlotte  really  did  look  lovely-Hshe  Wa^ 
thin,  certainly,  but  her  complexion  was  fair, 
almost  transparent,  with  a  slight  tinge  of 
colour,  and  her  eyes  were  bright  and  beauti- 
ful. 

Roland  remarked  her  beauty,  and  felt  proud 
of  his  wife,  on  entering  the  concert  room,  it 
was  crowded,  and  she  felt  very  timid  at  the 
admiration  she   excited. 

The  concert  had  commenced,  and  the  first 
M  3 
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part  finished,  when  she  remarked  a  young  lady 
looking  very  intently  at  her,  whose  fiu^e  she 
thought  she  recognised ;  seated  near  the  lady  was 
a  gentleman^  who  when  spoken  to,  turned  round 
and  saluted  Charlotte  in  a  friendly  manner, — ^it 
was  Lord  ArchgoUe ;  she  blushed  deeply  in  re- 
turning  his  bow,  for  she  thought  of  their  kui 
meeting;  he  advanced  towards  her  with  the 
lady  on  his  arm,  and  reaching  out  his  hand 
to  Charlotte,  spoke  to  her  with  such  an  un- 
embarrassed manner  as  put  her  quite  at  her 
ease ;  he  spoke  too,  to  Roland,  and  then  turn- 
ing to  Charlotte  said : 

^*  Will  you  allow  me,  Mrs.  Perde,  to  pre- 
sent Lady  ArchgoUe  to  you,  she  claims  old 
acquaintance  with  you." 

<<  Do  you  forget  your  former  school-fellow, 
Josephine  Mac  Donnell?''  asked  Lady  Ardi>- 
goUe,  taking  {Charlotte's  band  very  affecti- 
onately. 

« I  did,"  replied  Charlotte,  smiling,  "but  I 
am  very  glad,  I  assure  you,  of  this  opportunity 
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of  renewing  ourselves  in  each  other's  recol- 
lections/' 

Lady  ArchgoUe  seated  herself  near  Char- 
lotte,  and  they  conversed  together  for  some- 
time. 

**  Remember^  I  may  claim  you  now  as  a  cou- 
sin,  Mrs.  Perde/*  said  Lord  ArchgoUe,  gaily, 
<*and  how  thrives  my  young  cousin,  Ro- 
land?' 

She  thanked  him  gracefully,  the  concert 
ended,  and  all  parted. 

Lord  and  Lady  ArchgoUe  promised  to  visit 
them  next  day. 

^Charlotte,**  said  her  husband,  when  they 
reached  a  street  leading  to  the  barracks,  '<  I 
must  leave  you  here,  for  I  promised  young 
Merton  to  be  with  him,  at  this  hour,  to  choose. 
a  horse  ;  you  cannot  mind  going  such  a  short 
distance  alone,  for  you  walk  off  daily  the  Lord 
only  knows  where,  with  the  child/' 

^^I  do  not,  indeed,  Roland,"  replied  she, 
and  they  parted,  she  thinking  there  was  a 


946  TUB  ELOPBMEMT. 

time  vrhen  be  would  have  preferred  a  walk 
with  her^  to  any  pleasure.  She  iH*0(»eeded 
quickly,  when  the  voice  of  an  Irish  beggar 
VPioap  arretted  her  ateps ;  ahe  knew  the  face 
of  the  speaker,  it  was  that  of  a  former  servant, 
at  Coomcame  Park,  who  did  not,  however, 
recognize  hen 

^  The  poor  woman  told  a  piteous  tale  of 
woe,  and  with  that  pathos  that  an  Irish  beg- 
gar possesses.  She  had  left,  she  said,  the  best 
place  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  to  many  a 
soldier.  '^  I  followed  him,  madam,*^  said  she, 
^*  through  sickness  and  poverty,  and  last 
month  he  left  me  with  five  orphans,  starving ; 
and  besides,  I  have  my  old  mother  to  sup- 
port, for  sure  I'd  not  leave  her, after  me.'' 

^^  Where  ia  your  husband  gone  ?''  asked 
Charlotte. 

'^  To  foreiign  parts,  madam,''  anawered  ahe; 
^^  I  think  'tia  either  to  Am^rikay  or  the  Indiea 
— ^butaure  he'd  uot  let  me  know,  for  fear  I'd 
follow  him,  and  indeed  I  won't  trouble  him 
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any  more. — ^All  I  want  now  is  enough  to  cany 
me  back  to  old  Ireland,  where  FdJiavepace 
and  plenty,  for  indeed  my  dear  mistress,  Mrs. 
O'CarroU,  may  the  Heavens  shield  her,  she 
won't  not  let  me  be  in  want.  I  too,  madam, 
have  a  brother,  a  strong  farmer,  nigh  unto 
Coomcame  Park,  who  would  give  me  board 
and  lodging  for  the  asking,  and  glad  to  have 
me." 

**  Where  do  you  stay,  now  .***  enquired 
Charlotte. 

^^  Oh !  then  plase  your  ladyship's  honour, 
in  a  garret  of  a  room,  in  the  next  street.'' 

'<  I  do  not  doubt  your  story,"  said  Char- 
lotte»  <<but  I  wish  to  see  your  ohildren,"  and 
she  followed  the  poor  woman ;  they  came  to 
the  door  of  a  large  but  old  loddng  house, 
and  ascended  three  flights  of  crazy  stairs,  and 
stopped  at  a  room  door,  at  the  very  top  of 
the  house :  an  old  woman,  with  a  baby  in  her 
arms,  opened  the  door,  and  within  were  four 
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more  children,  dirty  looking  and  very  thin-^ 
they  stood  mute  when  they  saw  Charlotte. 

''You  had  best  not  come  in,  lady/'  said 
the  old  woman,  feebly,  '*  for  sure  enough  little 
Ned  is  in  the  small  pox.^ 

Charlotte  shuddered,  and  hastily  descending 
the  stairs,  she  gave  the  woman  all  the  money 
she  had,  which  was  only  some  shillings.  **  I 
will  send  you  enough  to  take  you  to  Ireland, 
to-morrow,''  said  Charlotte,  as  she  took  the 
number  of  the  house,  and  with  many  blessings, 
walked  off  towards  the  barracks.  It  had  be- 
gun raining  heavily,  and  Charlotte  hoping  it 
would  soon  be  over,  and  not  liking  to  get  her 
new  dress  all  wet,  went  into  a  shop  and 
sat  down ;  she  was  there  sometime,  and  long- 
ing to  have  some  money  to  buy  a  toy  for  little 
Boland,  for  it  was  a  toy  shop,  when  Roland 
entered,  leaning  on  Mr.  Merton ;  he  looked 
displeased  at  Charlotte,  and  coming  up  to 
her,  said  in  a  low,  angry  tone : 
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"What  brings  you  here?  I  have  not  money 
to  give  you  to  throw  away  upon  trifles  for  a 
chad/' 

"I  came  in  from  the  ndn,  Roland»''  an- 
swered she^  mildly;  ^1  am  not  buying  any 
thing/^ 

''This  was  not  the  street  I  left  you  in, 
madam,  so  come  away,  now, — the  rain  does 
not  signify/^  and  he  drew  Charlotte's  arm 
within  his,  and  hurried  her  off  in  very  heavy 
rain. 

Her  new  dress  was  all  destroyed, — all  spat- 
tered and  wet. 

''  What  a  fool  I  was,"  said  Roland,  angrily, 
''  to  bring  you  out  at  all — catch  me  doing  so 
again — there  is  your  dress  all  ruined,  and 
where  imsU  you  get  another,  I  suppose  too 
you  will  catch  cold  from  this  wetting/' 

<<  Just  then  turning  a  street  Lord  and  Lady 
Archgolle  passed  them,  in  a  beautiful  carriage 
drawn  by  four  grey  horses, 

Charlotte  gave  a  gentle  sigh* 
H  5 
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"  I  dare  say  you  are  confoundedly  sorry  you 
did  not  marry  Lord  Arcbgolle^^'  said  he^  in  a 
sneering  tone;  ^'you  would  then  have  had 
dresses  enough,  and  money  to  gratify  all  your 
extravagant  fancies..  I  know  I  am  sorry  you 
did  not/^ 

Poor  Qharlotte  was  glad  when  she  reached 
her  roopi^  to  give  vent  to  her  tears.  She  knew 
something  must  have  annoyed  Roland,  and 
she  bore  his  reproaches  without  a  complaint— 
with  that  patience  that  all  good  wives  should 
bear  their  husband's  caprices  of  temper.  He 
had  really  been  annoyed,  for  he  had  lost  a 
large  wager,  and  was  unable  to  buy  a  horse 
he  had  longed  for,  for  a  richer  purchaser  out- 
bid him,  and  his  wife  had  to  bear  all  the  effects 
of  his  bad  temper. 

That  evening  Roland  was,  as  usual,  outsat 
some  party,  and  Charlotte  sent  Ellen  with  her 
gold  chain,  her  dear  fi^ther's  gift  to  her  the 
Christmas  she  spent  at  Marthorpe  Vicarage, 
to  sell  ita 
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When  Charlotte  received  the  money,  she 
said  to  Ellen — 

<^How  little  my  dear  father  thought  this 
was  the  use  I  should  make  of  his  gifts/' 

She  sent  it  next  day  by  Ellen,  to  the 
soldier'9  wife,  desiring  her,  however,  not  to  let 
herself  be  known,  or  her  mistress  either,  and 
she  felt  a  glow  of  happiness  for  her  unosten- 
tatious  charity. 
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CHAPTER  XXIL 


For  days  Roland  vented  his  ill  humour  on  his 
unhappy  wife^  and  she  bore  all  without  a  mur- 
mur. Lord  and  Lady  ArchgoUe  had  left  Bath 
in  haate^  for  Ireland,  where  Lady  Archgolle's 
mother  resided,  who  was  dying,  and  they  both 
wrote  notes  of  apology  and  regrets  to  Char- 
lotte, for  not  being  able  to  visit  her.  At  the 
end  of  a  week  from  the  concert,  Roland  ob- 
tained a  leave  of  absence,  and  went  to  London 
to  attend  some  grand  fancy  balls,  and  on  busi* 
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ness^  as  he  said ;  and^  before  his  return^  his 
poor  wife  was  in  almost  a  hopeless  state,  from 
the  ravages  of  the  small-pox.  She  found  her- 
self very  ill  one  morning,  and  sent  immediately 
for  a  doctor,  for  she  dreaded  the  disease  which 
in  reality  had  seized  her ;  she  wisely  hired  a 
careful  nurse  for  her  boy,  and  sent  him  into 
the  country ;  she  wrote  a  few  lines  to  Roland, 
entreating  he  would  watch  over  their  child — 
and  there  she  lay  on  her  sick  bed,  with  none 
to  care  for  her,  save  her  faithful  attendant.  The 
fever  raged ;  and  for  days  her  life  hung  on  a 
mere  thread.  She  wildly  raved  of  youth,  and 
home — of  Roland  and  Henry — of  her  parents ; 
and  poor  Ellen  would  sit  by  her  bedside,  weep- 
ing, listening  to  her  incoherent  ravings.  From 
this  wild  delirium  she  sank  into  a  death-like 
stupor,  and  the  doctor  left  her,  saying,  he  had 
no  hopes.  But  life  came  slowly  back,  and 
youth  triumphed;  and,  at  the  end  of  two 
months,  the  doctor  ordered  her  to  change  the 
air  J  but  that  she  would  not  do  without  her 


254  T9S  SliOPBMKNT. 

husband's  appfovaL    As  all  mfection^  he  saidt 
was  pasty  she  sent  for  her  boy. 

So  improved  as  he  appeipred^  ^  Are  you  my 
own  dear  mamma,  or  another  mamma  7^  lisp* 
ingly  enquired  little  RoIand>  when  brought  to 
her. 

^^  I  am  your  own  dear  mamma,  my  darling 
child/^  replied  his  mother,  folding  him  in  her 
arms. 

^  Oh !  now  I  know  you  again,  when  you 
speak, — but  your  face  is  changed,  dear  mam* 
ma.*' 

*'  I  have  been  very  sick,  my  love/'  said  his 
mother,  feebly. 

<^Then  I  will  be  a  quiet  and  a  good  boy, 
dear  mamma,  my  own  dear  mamma,''  replied 
Roland,  and  he  sat  down  by  her  aide  on  a  little 
stool. 

And  where  was  he  who  ought  to  have  at* 
tended  her  that  loved  him  so  well.  He  had 
obtained  additional  leave  of  absence,  and  spent 
the  time  of  his  wife's  illness  in  a  rovinig  life  i 


THE  BMPSIiEfirT*  265 

yet  aometiiaea  a  pang  of  remorse  would  it^sail 
hjs  cpQsciQnce^  for  his  treabuent  of  ber^ 
and  would  satisfy  himself  with  the  thought, 
that  he  ought  not  to  put  himself  in  the  way  of 
infection*  He  wrote  occasionally  tp  enquire 
fpr  h^r,  and  when  he  received  a  few  lines  from 
berself»  he  had  just  enough  heart  left  to  feel 
glad.  He  jcHuedbis  r^gimea^  and  entered 
his  quarters^  Ellen  met  him  on  the  stairs  with 
his  lovely  boy  in  her  arms  ;  he  took  the  child 
from  her  and  kissed  him,  but  his  kiss  was 
coldly  received^  he  went  into  their  sitting 
voom^  and  Ellen  foUawed  him,  to  S9y  that  her 
mistressi  being  still  very  weak^  was  lying  on 
the  bed ;  to  her  Roland  went,  and  how  felt  he 
when  he  saw  the  withered  creature  before 
him?  He  coldly  kissed  her,  and  poor  Char-^ 
lotte  felt  it. 

<*  He  never  really  loved  me,'^  thought  she — 
<^  why  should  heoaow  i^  and  tear^  despite  her, 
trickled  dawu  her  cheeks. 

Where  was  all  that  beauty  gone  Roland  had 
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once  80  much  admired.  The  brigbt,  black 
eyes  looked  red — ^the  ebony  bair  was  all  close- 
ly cut,  and  the  perfect  features  and  the  smooth, 
clear  skin,  were  swollen  and  disfigured. 

^*  I  am  still  weak,  very  weak,  dear  Roland/' 
said  she,  feebly  extending  her  emaciated  hand 
towards  him.  The  doctor  ordered  the  change 
of  air,  so,  if  you  can  afibrd  it,  I  should  like 
to  go  with  my  boy  to  some  cheap  watering 
place,  until  I  regain  my  strength/' 

It  was  just  what  he  wished,  and  she  re- 
moved the  next  week  to  a  retired  village  on 
the  sea  side.  Roland  rarely  visited  her,  and 
when  he  did,  his  carelessness  showed  no  token 
of  love.  And  where  was  poor  Charlotte's  hap- 
piness ! — weak  in  health,  but  for  the  endear- 
ments of  her  lovely  boy,  she  would  have  sunk 
under  her  troubles.  He  cared  not  for  any 
sport  that  his  mother  did  not  tell  him  of,  and 
it  seemed  as  if,  having  but  one  parent  to  love, 
he  loved  her  with  a  double  intensity  of  affec- 
tion ;  he  was  a  very  lively  child,  and  he  cheer'- 
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edhia  mothei^s  hours,  and  she  often  blessed 
Providence  that  had  given  her  such  a  bles- 
sing. 

Three  months  rolled  by,  and  Charlotte  found 
her  health  improve,  her  face,  too,  had  become 
more  like  what  it  had  been,  yet  still  much 
marked,  and  she  determined  during  Roland's 
next  visit,  to  question  him  about  her  future 
plans.  He  came  not  for  some  time,  for  his 
regiment  had  again  changed  their  quarters, 
and  Charlotte  waited  weeks  upon  weeks  with-^ 
out  a  visit.  At  length  he  came,  but  appeared 
fluttered  and  uneasy,  and  in  going  away  said, 
in  reply  to  Charlotte's  queries — 

**  Tou  bad  better  remain  h^e  for  a  month 
longer,  at  least.  Before  that  is  passed  I  wilt 
see  you  again.  I  have  some  idea  of  exchanging 
into  the  •^—  regiment,  which  is  ordered  on 
foreign  service.  I  am  heartily  tired  of  an 
English  Ufe." 

He  came  again  with  wonderful  punctuallity, 
and  Charlotte  delightedly  welcomed  him,  but 
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he  waa  coldj  almost  repulaive  in  his  manoer. — 
They  were  seated  in  the  small  sittixig  room^ 
and  Charlotte  called  to  Ellen  for  some  refresh- 
ments, she  qnipkly  brought  them  in ;  Bokmd 
took  the  decanter  of  wine,  and  pouring  out 
nearly  a  tumbler  fidl  he  drank  it  otL 

<'  Send  that  ohild  away/'  said  he,  hastily. 
'  Charlotte  took  little  Roland  by  the  hand, 
and  with  a  gentle  caress  gave  him  to  EUen's 
pare,  and  as  she  did  so^  tears  dimmed  her  eye, 
for  she  saw  the  bright  blue  eyes  of  her  boy 
glistening  with  them-*<«he  was  unaccustomed 
to  the  voice  of  reproof* 

^  Shut  the  door  now,  Charlotte,''  said  So« 
land,  in  a  low  determined  voice,  ^*  and  listen 
to  me  without  making  any  comment.'' 

She  fidt  herself  tremble,  as  she  sat 
down. 

Roland  seated  himself  near  her — both  were 
sUent  for  sometime,  he  broke  the  silence— say- 
ing in  a  husky  voice,  and  slowly — ^  I  need  not 
remind  you  of  our  ill-starred  marriage— Fool 


thut  I  WHS  jji^ib  but  Ibsfe  p^id  dearly  £Dr 
it.'' 

9fm(^M^g  hike  r/^ioorae  cawed  him  ta 
pmHOirnifor  be  !r«memWed  tbe  unceMiog  de-^ 
vgtiw.  of  the  mih  he  had  mee  90  foadly 
loved. 

CbArlotte  had  her  haodA  ti^Uy  ebsped  on 
h^  ho«am,  tryii^  to  wppress  the  bitter  tears 
ttNit  fr^ce  forcing  tbemMlyea  ilown  her 
obe^ka* 

Sqland  did  »Qt  look  .at  ber^^e  eontitiued 
aller  a  #bo?t  paxmp .  i(&  a  more  detemuDed 
¥oice — ^'My  futberiftnd  mother  have  received 
iotoUieeii^j  that  I  amj;iot  the  loving  busbaad 
— ^the  fool  about  you — I  was  in  tbe  days  of 
yoi^hCul  pasaion-^thftt  I  did  not  attend  you 
ia  your  eickiiess-^bat  I  love  pleasure  better 
tbfui  I  love  yetu.  A  letter  of  remonstrance 
W9A  bitter  reproof  \b^  have  sent  me>  and  you 
are  ^le  cause  of  tfaia^  nmdam/'  added  he^ 
ft«wdy. 
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Charlotte  looked  up  at  him  with  a  look  of 
sorrowfiil  wonder. 

^Why  look  flo,^  a&ked  he^  vehemently, 
^can  you  say  with  truth  that  you  have  not 
tried  to  gain  my  parents'  pity— to  move  them 
to  love  you  at  their  son's  expense?" 

*'A  just  God/'  replied  Charlotte^  convul- 
sively^  falling  on  her  knees,  and  burying  her 
face  in  her  hands,  ^  knows  I  would  sooner 
die — ^in  the  most  cruel  torments,  than  wrong 
you  in  thought,  or  word^  or  deed — ^No— no— 
to  no  one  living  have  I  even  given  reason  to 
think  you  were  not  a  kind  husband/'  she 
sobbed  violently,  and  the  tears  trickled  through 
her  fingers. 

^<  A  kind  husband,"  said  Roland,  sneering- 
ly,  and  in  his  heart  he  knew  that  his  injured 
wife  loved  him  devotedly — ^*  there  is  no  use  in 
prolonging  this  scene^"  said  he,  rising  imps* 
tiently,  and  kicking  a  stool  that  lay  before 
him — ^  I  have  resolved  on  leaving  England^ 
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and  my  parents  may  then  regret  their  reproofs 
-^I  have  effected  my  exchange^  and  I  hope 
next  month  to  sail  for  India,  there  I  hope  for 
a  life  of  excitement,  to  make  me  forget  my 
unfortunate  marriage.— Tou  shall  hear  from 
me  before  I  go/' — he  hastened  from  the  room 
-^he  did  not  trust  himself  to  say  good-bye, 
and  he  passed  his  son  hurriedly  at  the  hall 
door,  and  the  child  half  fearfully  hid  its  face 
in  Ellen's  dress, — ^he  was  gone — and  so  they 
parted. 

Charlotte  rose  from  her  knees,  saying  in  a 
low  voice — **  Roland — Roland — come  back— 
to  one  that  left—''  she  staggered,  and  fell 
senseless  on  the  floor,  and  soon  after  Ellen 
found  her,  and  with  the  assistance  of  the 
landlady,  undressed  her  and  put  her  into  bed, 
and  a  restless  night  poor  Charlotte  spent — she 
hoped  vainly  for  a  week  that  her  husblmd 
would  return,  and  take  her  with  him. 

The  sixth  anniversary  of  her  wedding  day 
came,  and   the   evening  of  it  brought  her  a 


tea  Mto  a£Opii^!^. 

few  haftty  lines  from  Roland-^^rom  iiht  one 
she  so  laifedr^fy^T  wiioiii  she  had  left  fktter 
aiKd  mother^  brothers  and  sisters  and  h6tn^> 
and  cotmtry^  and  when  she  rtod  the  cbilUng 
lines,  her  hopes  of  future  hiippines»^her 
dreams  of  bliss  quickly  vanished^  and  left  her 
with  the  certainty  that  all  her  hurtiand^s  love 
for  her,  had  faded  for  ever* 

He  acquainted  her  in  brief  terms^  that  he 
thought  it  better  they  should  be  separated; 
their  dispositions  were  not  congenial :  he 
hoped  to  leave  England  the  following  week, 
and  he  enclosed  her  £20.  £500  alone  re« 
mained  of  her  own  fortune,  and  this  he  placed 
for  her  use,  in  a  banker^s  hands,  in  London, 
the  interest  of  this  sum,  he  thought,  with  pru- 
dent economy,  ought  to  be  amply  suffident 
to  supply  her  wants,  and  he  concluded  by  re- 
questing she  would  not  become  a  burden  to 
his  family— her  own  she  might  endeavour  to 
be  reconciled  to* 

She  read  and  re-read  the  letter,  and  felt  her 
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heart  breaking,  but  a  mother's  holy  love  sus^ 
tained  her,  and  for  her  boy's  sake  she  wished  to 
live ;  yet  her  fate,  for  a  time  after  this  shock, 
seemed  doubtful ;  she  was  attacked  with  fever, 
and  languished  for  weeks.  She  had  no  doctor  to 
attend  her — ^no  attendant  but  Ellen,  whilst  little 
Roland  would  climb  on  the  bed  and  nestle 
close  to  his  sick  mother,  and  no  commands  or 
entreaties  would  keep  him  away — the  young 
mother  recovered,  and  the  beautiful  boy  es- 
caped all  infection. 
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CHAPTER  XXIIl. 


*<  £li«en/^  said  Charlotte^  one  morning  after 
her  recovery,  '*  the  vessel,  with  my  husband, 
must  have  sailed,  and  as  I  can  have  no  tie  to 
keep  me  in  England,  and  there  is  no  use  in 
trying  for  my  parents*  forgiveness,  and  even 
if  I  were  to  obtain  it,^  added  she,  sighing,  ^  I 
should  not  let  them  know  of  my  present  situa- 
tion. I  dread  too  being  recognised  in  Eng- 
land, so  I  intend  going  to  reside  on  the  Con- 
tinent, in  some  cheap  place,  where  I  can  live 
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on  my  small  means,  and  support  my  boy. 
Ton  have  been  a  good  and  a  kind  friend  to 
me,  and  now  we  must  part,  for  indeed  I  can 
no  longer  afford  to  keep  a  servant/'  and  the 
tears  sprang  to  her  eyes, 

'<  Mistress,  dearest  mistress !"  exclaimed 
the  faithful  creature,  "  don't  send  me  from 
you. — 1  want  no  wages, — I'll  work  for  my 
bread,  but  I  will  never  leave  you  and  my  dar- 
ling master  Roland.  I  have  some  small 
savings  that  will  carry  me  some  part  of  the 
way,  and  perhaps  better  days  may  come." 

Charlotte  granted  her  request,  and  together 
they  went  to  London ;  here  they  remained  for 
a  week,  in  small  lodgings ;  the  last  time 
she  had  been  in  that  city,  how  differently  she 
felt.-^She  was  then  on  her  return  from  Paris, 
from  school,  the  beloved  daughter  of  an  indul- 
gent father,  who  took  care  to  show  her  every 
spot  worth  seeing— who  enjoyed,  with  her, 
every  gaiety  that  money  could  procure,  and  now 
— now  she  was  the  forsaken  wife.  Charlotte  sold 
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eveiy  yahiaUe  ahe   posaesied^  but  n   smaft 
diamond   brooch,  which  ooatiuned  her  hna4 
band's  hak^^hia  only  ffft  to  hev^anA  kavlpg 
her  address^  at  the  benker%  the  quitted;  £ng^ 
land,  which  she  had  entered  ahi  j^ars  befi»e> 
with  such  bright  hopes  of  hi^pii\e88^  now  so 
cruelly  Uasted.    She  reached  Geneva,  which 
the  banker,  a  good  natured  man,  had  reeom- 
mended  her*    In   a    small    oottage,   on    the 
border  of  the  lake,  she  hired  two  rooms,  she 
could  there  live  within  her  ineome,  trifling 
though  it  was.    Her  boy  was  y^  no  great  ad- 
ditional expense  to  her,  and  EUen  was  their 
sole  servant.     Charlotte  had  brought  a  few 
books  with  her,  and  there  she  commenced  a 
mother's  sweetest  task  oi  teaching  ho*  child 
his  letters,  and  truly  these  first  lessons  were 
lessons  of  love,  for  never  waa  seen  a  more  de- 
voted teacher,  nor  a  fonder  pupil.    By  the 
lake  they  wandered,  the  faif^ul  EUen  often 
with  them«  and  when  Charlotte  returned  to 
her  humble  fare,  she  thought  how  happy  she 
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could  be  in  that  lowly  Swiss  cottage,  with  all 
she  loved.  What  a  picture  of  this  world's  un- 
oertainty  did  her  fate  present  I  At  best,  how 
little  to  be  relied  on  are  that  woiid's  joys, 
where  very  few  escape  through  life  without 
suffering,  and  many  suffer  all  their  lives. 

The  London  banker  had  taken  a  great  in- 
terest in  our  heroine,  her  pale  and  delicate 
looks  moved  his  pity,  and  still  more,  he  felt 
admiration  for  that  deep  love  she  showed  for  her 
boy.  Of  her  history  he  knew  nothing,  her 
name  alone  she  had  told. 

Roland  had  placed  the  £500,  for  her  use,^ 
in  her  own  name ;  he  frequently  forwarded 
her  newspapers. 

In  one  of  these,  Ellen  read  one  day,  Man- 
uel's marriage,  and  hastening  to  her  mistress 
who  was  seated  by  the  lake's  edge,  wit^  her 
boy    gambolling   about   her,    she    told    th 
news. 

Charlotte  was  really  del^hted.    Her  new 
N  3 
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sister  was  her  old  friend,  Alicia  MastertoDf 
and  fervently  she  wished  them  every  happi- 
ness. '*  Alicia  would  have  written  to  me,  had 
she  known  my  address/'  thought  she,  as  the 
tears  started  to  her  eyes, — ^'  but  of  course  they 
saw  Roland's  exchange  of  regiment,  and  think 
I  am  with  him.  Thank  Ood  they  don't  know 
how  he  has  treated  me."  Eight  months  more 
was  added  to  Charlotte's  life,  and  still  she 
lived  on  for  her  son,  at  the  end  of  that  time, 
a  letter  came  to  her,  from  London,  directed 
by  her  banker, — ^a  certain  tremour  came  over 
ber  as  she  broke  the  seal,  despite  her  fears 
that  Roland  had  ceased  to  care  for  her,  a  cer- 
tain  hope  would  cling  with  desperate  tenacity 
to  her  heart,  that  he  would  return  some  day, 
to  her,  and  love  her  well,  and  repay  her  for 
all  she  had  suffered  for  his  sake.  Oh  !  when 
does  hope,  that  blessed  comforter,  forsake  us 
in  this  life  ! 

The   letter  enclosed  one  from  Alicia,  written 
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the  day  before  her  marriage^  it  had  followed  Ro- 
land to  India,  and  had  been  by  him  sent  to  the 
banker's,  for  Charlotte. 

Alicia  was  amiable  and  gentle,  yet,  withal, 
poissessing  sufficient  energy  to  make  Manuel 
a  good  wife;  they  had  known  each  other 
long  and  they  were  much  attached.  She 
mentioned  that  Mary  had  a  lover,  an  acquaint- 
ance of  Charlotte's,  Lord  Adrian  Wilson  ;  she 
remembered  the  fatal  ball,  at  which  she  had 
danced  with  him.  Alicia  praised  him  greatly, 
and  said  : 

^^ '  Mr.  and  Mrs.  O'CarroU  highly  approve 
of  him,  for  a  son-in-law.  Mary  is  young,'' 
continued  she,  '^  but  seventeen,  so  her  parents 
wish  the  marriage  not  to  take  place  for  an- 
other year.  Tou  are  not  forgotten,  dearest  Char- 
lotte,' added  she,  ^and  we  must  hope  time 
will  restore  you  to  us  all.'  ^' 

Charlotte  prayed  in  all  sincerity  that  her 
dear  sister  might,  in  her  happy  and  prosper- 
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ous  marriAge,  mdce  her  parents  forget  the  iiii- 
happiness  her  bad  one  had  caused  them.  The 
quiet  monotony  of  her  days  passed  slowly  by, 
and  many  a  tear  she  shed  when  she  thotlgbt 
of  her  husband's  coldness  and  neglect.  Hi- 
therto her  usual  small  remittances  of  money 
from  her  London  banker  hsd  been  paid  regu- 
larly,  but  suddenly  they  ceased,  and  she  wrote 
to  him,  and  learned  from  an  assistant  of  his 
that  he  had  failed — here  was  she  then  in  a 
foreign  land — ^with  a  helpless  child — without 
a  friend  to  relieve  her  poverty,  without  suffi* 
dent  money  to  take  her  back  to  England, — 
For  herself  she  felt  she  did  not  care-— she  could 
beg  she  would  starve— *but  her  boy— *and  she 
gazed  on  him  placidly  sleeping  before  her— 
she  wrung  her  hands  in  heartfelt  agony.  Her 
thoughts  reverted  to  her  own  happy  home^ 
where  peace  and  plenty  reigned — she  remem- 
bered her  father's  unbounded  generosity — ^his 
gratification  of  her  every  wish — and  now  she 


had  only  ft  mere  trifling  mm  of  mooej  to  feed 
htr  childw — Her  own  dress  was  loo  plain  and 
too  coarse  in  its  texture  to  be  sold — she  took 
up  her  little  boy's  frock)  it  was  of  fine  mate- 
rial>  for  with  a  mother's  pardonable  vanity  she 
had  been  extravagant  in  ^betolilg -hitn — she 
opened  heir  Work-box,  there,  oarefuUy  wrapt  in 
eotlbn,  was  her  husband's  bridal  present — ^the 
small  dk^ond  brooch,  his  hair  was  set  in  it, 
and  she  replaced  it,  vowing  but  the  bitterest 
poverty  sho^d  hot  make  her  part  with  it'-^and 
that  poverty  came  slowly  on-^for  a  few  days, 
ahe  kte  only  one  med,  her  fhigal  diniker,  try- 
ing to  have  enough  of  bread  for  her  boy ;  and 
SUlei^  itfter  sometime  remarked  her,  and  urged 
her  td  give  up  the  custom^  showing  her  if  she 
lost  her  health  what  misei^  her  6hilli  would 
aufibr« 

Charlotte  a^Ued  at  all  the  schoA  in  Oe»- 
n^va,  hoping  the  aid  of  m  Sn^sh  leitoher 
would  b6  accepted^  but  at  all  of  them  she  was 
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rejected ;  at  one  indeed  the  mistress  told  h^r 
that  in  three  months^  if  she  called  again^  she 
might  obtain  employment ;  but  in  the  meantime 
what  was  to  support  her. 

Ellen  toOj  had  tried  to  get  plain  work,  but 
could  not  succeed. 

Poor  Charlotte  hastening  home,  took  out 
the  precious  brooch,  and  with  faltering  tones 
bid  Ellen  go  and  sell  it,  '<  and  do  not  give  it 
until  you  get  its  full  value,  Ellen,"  added  she, 
and  she  took  her  little  boy  in  her  arms,  and 
hastened  away  to  a  favourite  resting*place 
by  the  shore  of  the  beautiful  lake;  she  sat 
down,  and  letting  the  child  play  about,  she 
there  tried  to  subdue  her  excited  feelings. 
Most  truly  there  is  something  peculiarly  sooth- 
ing in  a  view  of  the  wonderful  works  of  the 
creation ;  we  gaze  upon  them,  and  we  think 
of  the  hand  that  made  them — we  feel  what 
He  has  in  store  for  those  that  serve  him  faith- 
fully here  below,  must  be  indeed  fair   and 
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beautiful  to  the  sight,  when  this  earth,  the 
dwelling-place  of  so  much  misery — ^is  ao 
lovely.  Charlotte  sat  a  long  time  wrapt, in 
thought,  a  smile  beamed  in  her  eye  when 
Ellen  approached. 

'*  Oh !  dear,  mistress,"  said  she,  advancing 
hastily — "here  is  your  brooch,  and  may  the 
Lord  preserve  you  from  ever  needing  to  sell 
it,''  and  thoughts  varied  and  delightful  rushed 
quickly  through  poor  Charlotte's  brain — her 
husband  returning-^was  her  first  idea,  and  it 
sent  a  glow  to  her  very  temples,  for  seldom 
was  he  absent  from  her  mind. 

Ellen  observed  her  agitation,  and  added 
quickly,  ^*  'tis  nothing  great  that  ofibrs,  dearest 
mistress;  in  thq  jeweller*s  shop,  I  loitered 
about  some  time,  before  I  produced  the  brooch, 
and,  1  thank  God,  I  had  no  occasion  to  do  so 
at  all. — In  the  shop,  there  is  a  young  man 
that  speaks  English,  he  spoke  to  me  the  day 
)  took,  in  Master  Roland  to  see  the  musical 
N  5 
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dockj  and  be  now  remembered,  me>  fbr  be 
advanced  and  aaked  me  *^if  he  oould  do  any- 
thing  for  me/'  very  civilly  indeed*  and  1 
thanked  him»  and  taking  out  the  broodi 
leisurely,  for  I  was  very  lotb  to  part  wkb 
it.** 

*^Ab  you  are  English  ma*am/^  says  the 
young  man^  '*  you  may  know  some  person  thia 
advertisement  would  suit'* 

*^  He  handed  me  this  paper ;  indeed,^  I  long^ 
ed  to  tell  him  I  was  not  English  at  all,  but 
Irish,  but  I  thought,  may  be  he  WQuld  find 
fault  with  the  brogue,  as  they  used  to  do  in 
England  and  Scotland,  so  I  held  my  tongue — 
perhaps,  this  plaee  will  do  for  you,  dear  mis- 
tress," added  she^  giving  Charlotte  the 
paper. 

Charlotte  read. 

Ellen  continued — *^  when  I  thought  you 
might  get  the  situation,  T  kept  the  brooch, 
and  telling  the  man  I  knew  a  young  lady 


THB  BliOPXMaNT. 

anxicfas  to  g«t  a  plaat  of  the  kiody  I  told  him 
I  would  return  about  the  btisinevsi" 

^Lady  Daratalte/'  said  Ghai'k)tte>  inutihg, 
when  she  had  read  the  advertisementf  ^*  Very 
iui^Iy  I  have  heard  that  name  belbre,  yet^  wofw  I 
cannot  recollect  where — Ellen,  indeed,  I  thank 
you  very  much,  and  this  I  hope  will  relieve 
our  poverty — perhaps,  I  may  suit,  though  I 
am  Irish,  yet,  I  believe,  I  have  not  the  brogue,'' 
said  she,  smiling — ^^  Roland  used  to  say  so," 
sighed  she,  in  a  low  voice. 

The  advertiser  is  anxious  to  secure  the  ser- 
vices of  an  English  person,  with  a  correct 
pronunciation,  and  too,  a  grammatical  know, 
ledge  of  French — to  give  morning  lessons  in 
English,  and  French  studies  to  three  young 
ladies — for  teaching  Italian  to  one,  and  music 
to  all,  an  extra  allowance* 

^*  Now,  Ellen,  we  must  lose  no  time,  I  will 
leave  Roland  in  charge  to  our  old  hostess, 
Gabrielle,  and  you  will  come  with  me  to  the 
jeweller's  shop,  to  make  enquiries," and  Roland 
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quietly  remained^  for  though    a  very  lively 
child,  he  was  very  docile. 

Charlotte  dressed  in  a  plain  black  dress, 
and  a  close  bonnet,  hastened  to  the  jeweller's 
shop,  here  she  was  directed  to  a  villa  about  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  from  Geneva. 


THB  ELOPBMBNT.  277 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 


Charlotte  lost  no  time  in  reaching  the  viUa^ 
for  she  feared  to  lose  the  situation;  on  her 
way  her  thoughts  strayed  to  her  school  days — 
^'Oh^father,'^  thought  she^  ^*when  you  be- 
stowed so  much  expense  on  my  education^  how 
little  you  thought  I  should  be  forced  to  use 
my  accomplishments^  but  happy  indeed  am  I 
in  having  any  means  of  supporting  my 
boy.'* 
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The  villa  was  a  beautifully  situated  one 
among  the  many  that  rise  around  Geneva's 
lake. — ^The  hall-door  was  soon  gained,  and 
Charlotte  with  a  palpitating  heart,  enquired 
for  Lady  Damtalte,  ^<you  must  follow  me, 
Ellen,^  said  she,  ^  I  should  not  like  to  appear 
alone/'  and  they  were  shown  into  a  room, 
where  a  very  pleasiDg-Jookiog  lady[in  the  prime 
of  life  sat  working,  near  her  was  a  young  one 
drawing,  both  rose  politely,  and  Charlotte  in 
a  few  simple  words  told  her  errand,  and  added 
''that  she  hoped  she  should  please.'*' 

*<  I  shall  be  delighted  to  secure  your  services 
fot  my  giris^**  ttplidd  Lady  Damt^le,  in  a 
sw^el^aedtoiKSe;  •^Wdbttveall  been  iMdiflg 
a  very  romfa^  U£ev  hue  we  Al»  ^mae  t6  set* 
llein  thb  viUiS  for  six  tOMHk  at  feast^  iMd 
I  hope,  under  your  cars^  ttey  wiB  Malre  up 
for  tost  time:  go  SdlanJidi^'^  Mid  Lady 
Damtalt^tttmtavto  Ik^y^msghAy  nmfh^t^ 
^go>  loTO^  «l  bring  dewityoiir  Ktttl  iHMnJT' 
The  lady  rose  and  left  the  room. 
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Cbailotte  Aoii^ht  that  even  for  heat  barney 
she  would  try  to  improve  her< 

^  It  18  lunai;'  said  Lady  Darhtalt^  politdly^ 
^*  when  taking  a  goVe^ess^  to  ask  fisr  refep» 
eaees  as  to  eharaeter  j  bat  from  one  of  youi: 
appeavanoe  and  ifiannef^  I  fieel  I  need  nei/^ 

^'Madam^''  said  Chai^ott^  and  the  tears 
glistened  in  her  tyel^  '^  I  atti  bcfere  a  friendless 
stranger,  IMng  in  a  staaU  cottage  near  Ge- 
neva, with  my  6nly  child,  a  little  boy^  and 
this  firiend/*  pointing  to  Ellen ;  ^  my  husband 
—— •*  she  paused  agitated. 

Lady  Daralaite  kkidly  iaterrapted  her; 
*'you  have  told  me  qiute  enough. — May  I 
know  yoiur  name?^ 

<'  Percie,  madam,**  answered  Charlotte, 
<^may  yon  never  have  cause  to  regret  your 
kindness  towurd^  a  stranger* ' 

^^As  to  sakr^,*'  continued  Ladjr  DamtatCe, 
«<you  must  name  that  yourself*  I  BhaQ  re* 
quire  yoar  alteadailiee  Ibr  four  or  five  hoars 
every  mommgii^You  ean  undertake  to  teaciv 
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my  girls  the  usual  branches  of  an   Etiglish 
education^  and  French  too.'' 

Charlotte  said  she  could,  and  that  she  had 
spent  three  years  in  a  Parisian  school. 

*^  I  should  like  Rolandina  to  leu'n  the  ru- 
diments of  Italian,  Mrs.  Percie, — ^have  you 
^studied  that  language?" 

^*  Yes ;  madam/'  replied  she. 

^'Are  you  musical?  can  you  play  on  any 
instrument,  or  can  you  sing  ?^ 

"  I  can  do  both,  your  Ladyship,**  answered 
Charlotte,  timidly,  and  she  thought  of  him 
far,  far  away^  who  once  loved  to  hear  her 
music. 

'^Tou  must  pardon  all  these  questions,*' 
said  Lady  Damtalte,  smiling. 

*^  I  am  very  happy  indeed,  to  have  an  op. 
portunity  of  answering  them,*'  replied  Char- 
lotte, **  and  if  I  please  your  ladyship,  I  shall 
feel  great  pleasure.*' 

Rolandina  then  entered,  leading  two  little 
girlsy  apparently  about  six  and  seven  years 
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oldy  she  introduced  them  to  Chariotte  by  their 
christian  names. 

She  gazed  on  the  young  ones'  countenances^ 
as  if  recalling  some  remembered  face. 

Lady  Damtalte  rang  the  bell,  and  a  servant 
entered,  bearing  a  tray  of  refreshments,  she 
politely  helped  Charlotte  and  Ellen  to  some, 
it  was  the  first  food  the  former  had  touched 
that  day. 

She  took  her  leave  of  Lady  Damtalte,  pro- 
mising to  come  early  next  morning,  for  her  final 
decision,  and  feeling  that  she  should  like  her 
greatly. 

^' Those  children  remind  me  certainly  of 
some  one  I  knew,''  said  Charlotte  to  Ellen, 
on  their  way  homewards,  but  she  failed  in  r^ 
collecting  who  it  was. 

Little  Roland's  delight  at  seeing  his  mother, 
made  her  feel  quite  happy. 

''They  were  taking  their  homely  dinner, 
when  old  Bandit,  their  host,  entered,  and  apo- 
logising to  Charlotte,  reminded  her  that  the 
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rant  of  her  kkam  had  been  du^  ftr  sMte 
weeks. 

She  knew  it  but  too  wetl^  ttid  neeiiig  the 
old  man  look  impMioBt,  she  pitimieed  to  pfljr 
it  on  the  momiw. 

^kod  why  not  lo  night,  ffiMtoiii?^  iidted 
old  Bindit;  ^the  tmth  is,  I  like  {mnetiiidii;^. 
I  should  be  sony  to  annoy  sudh  a  tA6t  h&f  aa 
you,  but  if  you  please,  I'll  have  my  dumey 
before  I  go  to  bed,  and  too>  you  owe  Gabrielle 
for  bread  and  ndlki,^ 

<<True^''  said  Charlotte  meek1y>  ^you  shdl 
have  your  money  within  the  hour,^  and  dl^ 
put  on  her  bonnet,  and,  taking  the  broOch, 
sold  it,^-^lling  the  jeweUer  hoir  mwA 
obliged  she  should  feel  to  him  if  he  delays 
disposing  of  it  for  one  month  ;^^^  bMbfie  (ha^** 
thought  she,  ^<  I  tnay  be  abb  to  vedeem  it. 
Perhaps  Lady  Ikamtalte  Will  g|ve  me  tomo  Of 
my  salary  in  advanoe*'* 

She  paid  old  B^dit  and  his  wlft,  and  Mi- 
ceived  their  assuranoea  thitt  they  hoped  tfM 
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w6u]d  ihri^  ratottn  iidth  then,  witk*  fedine 
of  plettitteand  obSgatioii^  fi>r  in  a  strang^'B 
land  any  friendliness  was  a  treasured  gift. 

Next  morning  early  saw  Charlotte  piuietual 
to  her  afipdntment  with  Lady  Damtalte,  who 
raoaived  her  vary  graeiously  in  a  largjd  aittiog 
rooBif  in  whidi  was  a  baap  and  piano.  The 
young  ladies  were  caUed»  and  Charlotte^  after 
etaimning  their  books*  of  which  they  had  a 
large  supply,  commenoed  examining  them., 
She  found  Rdandina^  who  was  about  fourteen 
years  old*  v&cy  lorward  and  most  willing  ta 
Itafen^  but  the  young  ones  weregiddy  and 
very  backward^and  seemed  completely  spoiled 
pets. 

Lady  Damtalte  expressed  herself  very  mudh 
pleased   with   Chark^tte's   first  attempt,  and 


^  Now  Mrs.  Peroie,  I  will  engage  you,  and 
you  must  name  your  salary.^' 

Seeing  her  hesitate  ahe  asked,  ^shall  I  do 
so?'* 
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She  named  one  Charlotte  thought  high,  but 
she  determiaed  to  exert  herself  and  improve 
her  pupik  to  the  utmost. 

Perhaps  now  you  would  let  me  hear  some 
music,  Mrs.  Fercie/'  said  Lady  Damtalte; 
*'  Rolandina  plays  prettily,  and  has  a  decided 
taste.  I  iove  music,  and  so  does  my  husband, 
and  he  is  a  great  judge  too;  in  his  last  letter 
he  hopes  Sophy  and  Amy  will  be  able  to  play 
on  the  piano,  when  he  returns.'' 

Charlotte  willingly  sat  to  the  piano,  and 
then  at  Lady  Damtalte's  request,  to  the  harp, 
and  she  was  really  delighted  and  surprised  by 
her  performance. 

^^  Do  you  sing,  Mrs.  Percie  V*  asked  Rolan- 
dina. 

^' A  little,'*  replied  she;  and  she  felt  she 
owed  them  every  exertion,  so  she  commenced 
striking  an  accompaniment  on  the  harp.  It 
was  long  since  she  had  sung,  except  for  little 
Roland,  and  she  hesitated  what  to  commence. 
The  Spanish  song  of  former  days  occurred  to 
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her>  and  she  begaa  it,  and  sang  it  with  de^p  feel-v 
ing,  and  tears  stole  down  her  cheeks^when  she 
concluded,  for  Henry,  her  own  loved  Henry, 
was  before  her  as  he  sang  that  song  with  her, 
on  many  a  merry  day. 

She  gracefully  apologised  for  her  emotion, 
saying,^t  was  a  long  time  since  she  had  attempt- 
ed that  song,  and  then,'^  added  she,  mournful- 
ly»  ^  it  was  with  those  that  are  dead  and  gone." 

'^  How  glad  uncle  Mandorne  would  be  to 
hjear  that  Spanish  song,''  exclaimed  Rolandina, 
taking  Charlotte^s  hand  kindly;  ^'he  spent 
some  years  in  Spain,'^  continued  she,  ^*  and  he 
raves  of  every  thing  Spanish.'' 

"  Do  you  remember,  mamma,  the  beautiful 
Spanish  girl,  he  said  he  knew  long  ago  in 
I«dand?" 

"  Yes,  love,"  replied  her  mother ;  ^  she  was 
not  quite  Spanish,  though — ^but  Irish,  with  a 
Spanish  mother." 

*'  And  she  had  an  extraordinary  name,"  said 
Rolandina-^Lotta,  it  was,  for  I  called  the  big 


^Mi,  imdd  kiottg^t  IB0  fifoai  NBplt%  after 
her^ 

*^  We  nerar  beard  of  this  fiunoue  beauty  of 
iiis,iiiiia  he  had  vkited  Spa»;^  said  Lad^ 
Damtalte>  ^  and  then^  you  knowi  he  went  ex^ 
plressly  to  Cardon  Hril  to  see  has  hut  ■■  yen 
are  ill,  assuredly,  Mrs.  F»eie,^  sdd  ^e^  eager- 
ly observing  Charlotte's  blanched  cheek. 

Rohuddina  hastraied  and  brought  her  a  glass 
of  water,  which  Ishe  drank  off  with  many  a 
siienc  sigB« 

^  My  heakh  ht»  not  been  very  strong  of 
late  years,  madam,"  said  Charlotte^ 

^  You  must  not  firtigue  yourself  by  ooouig 
here  too  early,''  said  La^  Darntake^  Idndly. 
^  I  could  send  a  carriage  fer  you/' 

^'  Oh,  your  ladyship  is  too  kind,^'  replied 
Charlotte,  gratefiiltf  ,  ^  bat  tie  wslk  doe»  me 
good,**  and  she  rose  to  take  leave. 

Lady  Darntalte  put  into  her  hand»  her  aab^ 
ry,  three  months  ki  advanoe,  tmi  Chailotte 
was  guilty  <^  the  extravagance  of  bnykie  her 
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l)9jH  tows  cakes,  that  eneping,.  apd  with 
xiff  the  jreinauidec>  and  the  monajrdie  had  got 
Ihft  xiighfe  before  for  the  btoech^  die  veteased  it^ 
mA  felt  happier  than  she  had  dene  ainee  ebe 
left.  England. 

SS^ery  day  saw  her  {Mincfeuallj  attendiDg  her 
young  pupifak  The  eldest^  Lady  Rolandina^ 
die  knew  was  Iiady  Darntalte's  eldest  daugh- 
tar,  by  a  first  marriage^  and  die  little  thangs 
only  her  halC-sisters^  bat  she  knew  them  only 
by  their  christian  names ;  they  were  not  at  all 
l&e  her  remembrance  of  their  uncle  Lord 
Maodocne^  but  still  they  were  Uke  some  &- 
miliar  face*  Their  father  was  absent  in  Eng- 
land. 

Six  m<mths  siojce  Cbailotte'a  engagem.ent 
saw  her  attending  her  young  pupils,  and  each 
day  Lady  Damtalte  was.  more  pleased  with 
her,  and  she  fblt  gratefid  for  her  polite  and 
unnemitting  Sittentions. 

Her  husband,  she  told  Gharbtte  one  <by 
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had  been  obliged  to  prolong  his  stay  in  Eng- 
^land,  and  as  he  wished  her  to  take  the  yOIa 
for  six  months  more,  she  gladly  renewed  her 
engagement  with  our  heroine,  who,  poor 
thing,  was  delighted  at  a  continuation  of  her 
means  of  support  for  her  boy.  Her  attached 
and  faithful  Ellen  was  not  forgotten. 

On  several  Sundays,  by  Lady  Darntalte's 
request,  she  brought  little  Roland  to  the  villa. 
He  played  with  the  children  and  to  Rolan- 
dina  took  a  particular  fancy. 

^^We  have  the  same  name,  Roland/'  said 
she,  one  day,  to  him,  in  play,  ^  so  you  must 
marry  me.** 

^  Oh,  no/*  said  he,  gravely,  shaking  his 
curly  head,  **  I  never  will  marry,  j  ^U  always 
live  with  my  own  darling  mamma,  and  when 
Fm  a  big  man  PU  build  a  house  for  her,** 

<<  Well,  shall  I  live  with  you,**  persisted  Ro- 
landina,  ^  and  be  your  wife,  and  be  very  fond 
of  your  mamma.*' 
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**  Then  I  will  marry  you,'*  said  Roland, 
putting  up  his  beautiful  little  face  to  be 
kissed. 

Charlotte  sighed  bitterly  when  she  heard 
the  childish  dialogue. 

The  year  was  now  nearly  completed,  when 
one  day  Charlotte  was  returning  from  the 
villa  to  her  humble  cottage,  and  when  near 
Geneva,  a  travelling  carriage  passed  her 
with  two  gentlemen  in  it  and  one  of  them 
turning   to    the  other,  said: 

^^  What  a  beautiful  figure  that  creature  is^ 
Charles !  I  wish  we  could  see  her  face.*' 

On  reaching  their  destination,  which  was 
Lady  Darntalte^s  villa,  they  spoke  of  the  lady 
they  had  met  and  described  her. 

^'  That  njust  be  our  dear  governess,*'  said 
Rolandina. 

'^  She  is  a  widow,**  said  Lady  Damtalte  to 
ber  brother,  ^  and  sings  Spanish  songs,  and 
lias  black  eyes,  so  take  care  of  your 
heart." 

VOL.   II.  o 
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^*  Oh,  no  fear  of  that^''  replied  her  busbaiicl^ 
I^glung^  «*  for  Mandome^  heart  and  hand 
are  pledged  to  a  real  Donna  Julietta*  PooKna 
lifaria  De  BranciforCe^  we  met  in  Len* 
don." 

The  next  dtsy  Charlotte  anrived  at  her  usual 
honr»  and  began  teaclung  her  pupils. 

Rolandina  immediately  spoke  of  her  fiither^s 
return,  and  too  of  her  uncle  Mandome's  ac- 
companying him,  and  she  looked  with  great 
amazement   at  her  governess'  changing   co« 
lour. 

Charlotte  was  sealed  at  the  harp,  tuning  it, 
preparatorj  to  giving  Rolandina  her  lesson, 
when  the  doer  opened,  and  Lady  Damtalte 
entered,  followed  by  her  huaAMnd  and  Lord 
Mandome,  and  in  one  ghnce  Charlotte  recog- 
nised, in  the  former,  her  lover  of  by-gone 
days,  Charles  Cardon;  she  tremblingly  cur- 
tisied  to  Lady  Darntahe's  pofite  introduc- 
tion, and  she  felt  he  looked  as  if  he  knew 
her. 
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^  Mrs.  Percie/'  be  repeated  doubtiagly ; 
and  after  expressing  in  cold  tenns  his  thanks 
for  her  care  of  kis  children,  and  he  laid  a 
sneering  emphasis  on  the  pronoun,  quitted  the 
room. 

Poor  Charlotte  was  indeed  changed  since 
he  parted  with  her,  in  blooming  beauty 
at  her  happy  home,— Her  once  very  lovely 
face  was  thin,  almost  to  emaciation,  and 
marked  with  the  small  pox:  her  hair  was 
ailvered  by  many  a  straggling  grey  hair,  tel* 
ling  how  full  of  woe  had  been  her  young  life. 

And  did  Charles  Cardon  recognise  in  the 
altered  being,  before  him,  the  beautiful  Char« 
lotte  O'Carroll?  he  did-— he  knew  of  her  mar* 
riage,  of  her  name,  and  he  saw  before  him, 
without  the  kind  feelings  of  an  old  acquain* 
tance,  the  one  who  had  rejected  his  ad- 
dresses. 

Poor    Charlotte  felt  deeply   her   situation, 
and  with  a  mind  wandering  and  ill  at  ease, 
she  concluded  her  lessons, 
o  3 
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Rolandina  walked  with  her  to  the  high  rosrd^ 
and  there  bid  her  good-bye  affectionately^ 
sending  a  pretty  English  toy  to  Roland. 

That  evening  brought  a  very  kind  letter 
from  Lady  Darntalte^  enclosing  her  salary,  and 
saying,  her  future  services  would  be  dispensed 
with. 

Charlotte  determined  next  day  to  quit  Gene- 
va, but  when  it  came  she  was  too  ill  to  move, 
and  for  weeks  she  languished  under  the  effects 
of  a  slow  fever.  She  was  slowly  recovering, 
when  a  letter  reached  her  from  the  London 
banker,  full  of  regrets  and  apologies  for  Jia^i^g 
deprived  her  so  long  of  her  little  salary,  and 
now,  as  his  affairs  were  settled,  offering  her 
the  principal'of  her  money,  or  a  continuation 
of  the  yearly  interest,  and  enclosed  was  the 
balance  due  to  her,  and  she  felt  comparatively 
rich.  She  wrote  to  the  banker,  accepting  the 
latter  proposal,  and  told  him  she  intended 
leaving  Geneva. 

The  old  couple  she  lived  with  had  a  daugh- 
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ter  married  and  settled  ia  Dieppe ;  to  her, 
therefore,  Charlotte  prepared  to  go,  and  with 
regret  she  left  her  humble  cottage,  where  she 
had  learned  a  degree  of  contentment,  but  her 
better  judgment  overcame  her  wishes,  and  too 
she  felt  some  pleasure  in  going  to  Dieppe,  it 
was  near  home.  Poor  thing,  she  yet  called 
England  home ! 

The  day  before  she  left,  she  wrote  a  few 
lines  of  grateful  thanks  to  Lady  Damtalte, 
and  quitted  Switzerland,  without  having 
seen  her  or  any  of  her  family.  From  Rolan- 
dina  she  had  a  kind  and  affectionate  letter, 
accompanying  two  valuable  books  for  herself, 
and  a  beautiful  cashmere  dress  for  little 
Roland,  qf  which  the  amiable  girl  begged  her 
acceptance,  with  her  love. 

Charlotte  dressed  her  delighted  boy  in  his 
new  coat,  of  which  he  was  very  proud. 


2d4  THE   ELOFEMCNT. 


CHAPTER  XXY. 


Bright  md  beautiful  shone  the  morDnig  thse 
ushered  in  Mary  O'CarralPs  bridal,  and  bright 
and  beautiful  looked  the  smiling  bride.  She 
was  seated  in  her  mother's  dressing  room  wait^ 

ing  the  arriral  of  the  Bisho[^  of  W wha 

was  to  perform  the  marriage  ceremony. 

By  her  side  sat  her  sister-in-^law,  Alicia^ 
ManuePs  wife,  who  seemed  busy  decorating  a 
very  small  baby's  cap,  with  white  rosettes. 

Camilla  stood  near,  arranging  some  orange 
blossoms,  which  she  fastened  carefully  and 
tastefully  in  her  sister's  hair,  and  then  placed  a 
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long  veil  over  her  head,  saying,  ^  Adrian  will 
I  am  sure  admire  my  taste/'  and  she  kissed 
her  sister's  glowing  cheek.  ^  Oh,  how  calmly 
you  sit  there,  Mary,*'  said  she,  *^  and  I  feel  all 
trembling,  and  Alicia  looks  as  quiet  and  staid 
as  a  sober  matron  of  fifty — ^let  me  see  you  are 
not  yet  three  years  married/' 

^*  Only  two  years  and  four  months,  dear 
Cammie/^  replied  Alicia,  smiling,  *<and  had 
not  Adrian's  father  died,  inopportunely,  Mary 
would  have  been  now  a  sedate,  sober  matron 
like  me.** 

In  the  drawing  room  at  Coomcame,  sat 
Mrs.  O'Carroll,  reclining  in  an  easy  chair,  she 
looked  ddicate,  indeed  she  was  only  just  re- 
covering from  an  attack  of  illness;  her  hus- 
band, stood  near  and  his  placid  countenance 
wore  a  shade  of  thought  more  than  when  last 
we  saw  him,  his  hair  too  had  become  very 
grey,  and  now  as  his  breast  heaves  with  a  sigh 
he  is  thinking  of  his  two  children--^ne  gone 
for  ever,  and  the  other  fondly  remembered, 
though  far  away. 
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In  a  windov^  stood  a  young  and  graceful 
looking  man,  apparently  very  anxious  for 
some  arrival :  it  was  Lord  Adrian  Wilson,  the 
bridegroom^  **  Here  he  comes,**  eucclaimed  he, 
as  a  carriage  drove  quickly  round  the  avenue, 
and  Mr.  O'CarroU  followed  him  to  the  haU 
door  to  welcome  the  Bishop — Father  Owen 
was  with  him  and  another  clergyman,  and 
they  all  entered  the.  drawing  room. 

^  I  will  now  seek  my  child/^  said  Mr.  O'CaiH 
roll,  and  he  ascended  to  hi»  wife's  .dressing 
room,  folded  her  in  a  long  embrace,  and  led 
her  blushingly  to  the  drawing  room.  The 
ceremony  was  over  soon — the  final  benediction 
spoken,  and  Mary  was  the  happy  wife  of  the 
man  she  loved — her  parents'  choice-^'-and  her 
own  youthful  fancy^  She  rose  steadily  from 
her  knees,  received  the  embraces  and  congra- 
tulations of  those  around  her,  and  then  taking 
her  husband's  hand  they  both  advanced  to 
where  Mr.  O'CarroU  was  standing,  aad  knelt 
before  him^ 
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"Father — dearest  father/'  said  Mary,  in  a 
low  but  distinct  voice,  "  I  am  here  to  sue  for 
your  forgiveness  for  Charlotte — on  this  my 
my  bridal  day,  you  will  not  surely  refuse  me 
— on  my  knees  I  beg  it — and  Adrian  entreats 
it  too," 

"  Most  ardently  I  do,'*  said  Adrian. 

''My  child — my  child — I  cannot — I  must 
not  forego  my  determination,  that  I  never 
would  forgive  her— 'why  make  me  on  your 
bridal  day,  refuse  you  a  request " — he  seemed 
greatly  moved. 

Manuel  stepped  forward, — ''Dear  father,*' 
said  he,  "  on  the  day  I  came  of  age,  I  urged 
this  demand ;  you  have  withheld  your  forgive . 
ness  for  eight  years  from  our  sister,  send  it 
to  her  noWf  and  let  her  have  the  comfort  of 
knowing  in  a  far  distant  land — an  unhealthy 
and  dangerous  land  too^*^that  you  forgive  her 
only  fault.  Make  us  all  happy  on  this  day, 
md,  let  the  dear  bride  here,  who  has  married 
ivith  your  consent  and  approbation — who  has 

5 
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delayed  her  marriage  to  please  you^  let  her 
be  the  writer  of  the  joyful  tidingts  to  Char- 
lotte.'^ 

•*No— my  son— no— no/*  sud  Mr.  (VCar- 
roll^  deeply  agitated. 

<«  And  father/'  continoed  Manuel,  « if  Char- 
lotte should  fail  a  victim  to  the  climate^  if  she 
die  in  that  foreign  land,  without  your  blessing, 
how  mudi  you  will  regret  it. — ^Were  our  be- 
loved Henry  here  to-day  how  warmly  he  would 
plead  ffHT  his  dearest  sister's  pardon— he  is 
gone,  father — think  of  his  wishes — ^foigive 
Charlotte  even  fer  his  dear  sake — he  loved 
her  fondly." 

^  You  have  conquered  the  old  man,"  sobbed 
Mr.  O'CarroU— «I  forgive  Charlotte— from 
my  heart— ah !  Henry,"  and  he  cried  like  a 
child. 

There  was  not  a  dry  eye  in  that  room,  and 
yet  the  meeting  was  a  very  happy  one. 

In  the  afternoon  of  that  day,  a  travelling 
carriage   and   four  conveyed    the  bride    and 
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bridegroom  from  Coosaeame  Park  towards  the 
town  of  EiUameyy  whsre  amid  the  loreiy  and 
romantic  acenerj  suriouoding  it^  they  were  to 
qiend  the  honeymoon* 

Before  Mary  quitted  her  home^  ahe  wrote 
a  letter  to  poor  Charlotte,  and  her  father  added 
a  few  lines  to  it,  and  her  mother  and  Camilla 
wrote  too,  and  what  joy  that  letter  would  have 
given  her.-«-It  was  directed  to  the  care  of 
Bolattd,  as  Captain  Percie,  -— — *  regiment- 
but  it  never  reached  his  hands — he  had  left 
that  regiment  when  it  came  to  India,  and  had 
been  promoted  to  a  Majority* 

'^To-morrow  we  may  expect  dear  Mary 
back,'^  said  Mrs.  O'Carroll,  feebly  to  Camilla, 
who  sat  working  by  her  bedside,  for  she  had 
been  confined  to  her  room  with  illness  since 
the  wedding-day — ^*  I  shall  be  up  to  receive 
them,  I  hope  Manuel  and  Alicia  will  pome 
early,^ 

"They  promised  to  come  to-day,  dear 
mamma,"  replied  Camilla,  ^  but  Alicia  said 
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they  could  not  leave  until  the  evening,  as 
they  are  so  very  busy,  arranging  their  house  ;.- 
the  baby,  however,  it  is  to  be  sent  over  in  the 
afternoon,  and  here  he  comes  I  declare,''  added 
she,  jumping  up,  as  a  nurse  entered  with  a 
blooming  boy  in  her  mms,  who  stretched  out 
his  little  hands  to  Camilla,  and  crowed  and 
laughed  when  she  took  him. — ^^  Speak  of  an 
angel  and  'tis  sure  to  appear/'  '*  And  indeed,, 
you  are  a  little  ange V  she  added,  as  she  kissed 
her  little  nephew.  ^^  Gome  nurse,  and  undress 
master  Henry-^why  he  is  as  muffled  as  if  it 
were  December,  and  it  is  bonnie  May." 

In  the  neighbourhood  of  Coomcarne  Park, 
some  changes  had  taken  place,  since  the  com* 
mencement  of  our  tale;  Mrs.  Cardon  was 
dead,  and  Amelia  still  a  spinster,  was  living  in 
England  with  an  aunt.  Cardon  Hall  liad  been 
sold,  and  bought  by  Manuel,  and  his  first  act 
was  to  change  its  name  to  its  original  one,  of 
Ardglohane. 

Mary  and  her  husband  returned  next  day,. 


THE    ELOPBMSKT*  SOI 

and  after  a  very  pleasant  month  spent  alter- 
nately between  Coomcarne  and  Ardglohane^ 
the  young  people  all  agreed  to  take  a  conti- 
nental tour — ^Manuel  and  his  wife — ^Adrian 
and  Mary,  and  Camilla  was  asked  to  join  them, 
and  very  joyfully  she  consented. 

Mr.  O'CarroU  took  a  house  at  the  Cove  of 
Cork^  the  beautiful  Clifton  of  Ireland,  and 
there  he  and  his  wife^  Miss  Maldon  and 
Manuel's  baby,  were  to  spend  the  following 
six  months.  There  home  looked  deserted 
and  they  were  glad  of  the  change. 
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CHAPTEft  XXVK 


CflABLOTYB,— quite  uneofi66ioa8  of  the 
change  that  had  taken  place  in  her  parental* 
feelings, — ^waa  settled  at  Dieppe^  in  a  small 
lodging,  by  the  sea  shore^  and  she  had  been 
there  but  a  short  time  when  little  Roland's 
birthday  came.  On  it  he  completed  his  sixth 
year,  and  Charlotte  rose  in  the  morning  de- 
termined on  devoting  that  day  enturely  to  his 
amusement,  yet  not  one  day  passed  that  was 
not  devoted  to  his  service. — She  taught  him 
his  childish  lessons — she  walked  and  played 
with  him — her  whole  happiness  was  centered 
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in  himi  and  be  repaid  ber  love  by  a  tendemeBs 
and  dodlityi  which  made  his  mother's  only 
enjoyment. 

It  was  the  3rd  of  August^  and  that  evenings 
at  Roland's  request)  she  strolled  with  him  into 
some  fieldS)  by  the  road  side^  a  short  distance 
from  the  town.  Soland  was  la  high  glee,  and 
he  culled  many  a  wild  flower^  and  ran  sport* 
ingly  from  his  mother's  side,  bufc  to  iretura 
i^ain  with  fresh  blossoms.  Her  hands  were 
quite  foUi  yet  she  would  not  refuse  to  gratify 
her  boy  by  taking  "vdid/t  gave  hkn  pleasure  ta 
gather  for  her» 

^'  Mamma,'^  exclaimed  Roland^  bringing  her 
a  bunch  of  wild  roses,  ^  look,  we'll  take  these 
home  to  EUen.'' 

His  mother  took  them  aiul  admired  them  ta 
please  her  child,  but  her  thoughis  were  then 
far  away,  amid  the  flowers  and  walks  of  her 
childhood's  home.  The  chiki  observing  her 
looks,  said,  '^  you  lode  tired^  dear  mamma,  you 
must  rest  under  this  tree,  and  FU  go  and  fetdi 
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another  bunch  for  poor  little  Aline,  you  knoir 
she  loves  flowers,  and  she  is  too  idle  to  come 
out." 

Aline  was  tbeiv  hostess's  little  daughter. 

Charlotte  sat  down,  where  he  had  pointed 
out,  and  away  ran  the  amiable  child.  He  wa 
gone  a  very  short  time,  when  the  sound  o 
merry  voices  reached  Charlotte.  She  looked 
round,  and,  advancing  on  the  pathway  she 
had  just  past,  was  a  group  of  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen— ^three  of  the  former,  two  of  the  latter. 
Charlotte's  first  impulse  was  to  rise,  and  walk 
quickly  after  her  son,  and  return  home,  but 
they  were  now  very  near,  and  she  thought  the 
best  way  to  pasa  unnoticed  was  to  remain 
where  she  was,  so  she  bent  her  head  and  seem- 
ed busily  engaged  in  arranging  the  flowers 
in  her  lap.  She  dreaded  any  recognition 
since  Charles  Cardon's.  The  party  ad- 
vanced, they  spoke  English,  and  Charlotte 
well  knew  one  voice  among  them — ^it  was 
Manners.    She  half  rose  to  clasp  her  brother 
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to  her  bosom,  but  a  thought,  quick  aa  light- 
ning,  fled  through  her  brain — that  thought 
uras  of  her  husband. 

^They  think  I  am  happy  with  him,  as  I 
should  be/*  thought  she;  "if  I  make  myself 
known  I  must  tell  of  his  unkindness,  of  his 
neglect.'* 

Pure  and  holy  was  that  forsaken  wife's  love, 
when  it  so  quickly  repressed  the  warm  feelings 
of  sisterly  affection.  Charlotte  stirred  not, 
although  many  tears  glittered  on  the  flowers 
she  bent  over. 

The  group  advanced.  One  sweet  young 
voice  said,  in  merry  tones,-^ 

^'Manuel,  as  you  are  to  be  our  guide 
through  our  travels,  tell  me  how  long  must 
we  remain  in  this  dirty  looking  town.  1  set 
out  on  my  tour  determined  to  admire  every 
thing,  but  here  I  can  see  nothing  to  excite 
my  admiration,  save  these  fields,  and  even 
they  have  a  parched,  brown  look,  unlike  the 
green  meadows  of  our  emerald  isle/' 
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^  Camtniey  I  shifi  be  ready^  if  you  please^  to 
leave  this  piaee  to-monow;  but  we  muBt  all 
agree.— 4]!omet  Alicia,  what  aay  yoa  ?'' 

^  I  think  we  had  beat  pfooeed/'  answered 
hie  wife. 

*<And,  Mary^  what  d^  yo«  and  Adiian 
wish?^ 

^Ohy*^  refdied  a  gay  young  man's  voice, 
Mary  and  I  have  been  too  lately  made  one  to 
disagree  yet;  so  im  say  leave  to-morrol?,  by 
all  means.  I  fully  agree  with  Cammi^  in  see- 
ing nothing  to  admire  here/' 

They  passed  dose  by  Chariotte.  Her  feeU 
ingsmay  be  more  easily  fancied  thandeacribed. 

''I  hope,''  said  CamUla,  ''the  hotels  wiH  be 
better  elsewhere  than  here,  for  diat  dingy 
apartment  we  have  got  on  the  ground  floor^ 
looking  into  the  dirty  court*yard,  is  enough 
to  give  one  the  honrors^«-yet  variety  is  cfaarai- 
ing/'  added  she,  gaily,  '<and  befiDTo  this 
time-Hux  months,  I  suppose— ^e  shall  all 
think  the  hotel  at  Dieppe  qnite  good  enoiq^ 
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Oh^  whfttplensore  we  ham  before  ue;  only 
tUok  of  libe  long  letters  I  ahftU  write  to  deer 
nammai  and  Miss  Meldon.'^ 

^  li  tbat  to  be  your  greatest  pleasure^  Ciuiu 
mie?''  asked  Adrilm;  ^'ladies  are  always  de« 
▼oted  to  letter  writing.^ 

^'Neither  Mary  nor  Alicia  will  have  time 
to  writer  1  daresay,^  answered  she>  ''both 
will  be  so  taken  up  with  their  husbands. — I 
wish  I  had  brought  one  on  my  travels/' 

*'  And  giv«ci  him  up  on  your  return  home> 
aye)  Cammiej^  said  Adrian. 

^  Do  look^  what  a  lovely  boy  V*  said  Alicia  i 
**he  is  like  our  little  Henry.— Do  let  us  speak 
to  htm." 

Charlotte  saw  them  advance  towards  Bo* 
knd,  and  the  distance  prevented  her  hearing 
more.  ''  What  if  my  boy  tell  his  name^  and 
who  I  ^ita,*^  thought  Charlotte,  but  Roland 
qnickly  left  the  strangers,  and  ran  to  his  wio-^ 
ibte  and  beMttful  he  looked-^his  little  cap 
was  effj  and  filled  with  flowers.— His  hair  was 
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fair,  like  his  father's,  and  curled  all  about 
his  lovely  faee,  which  was  beautifully  flushed" 
with  exercise. — His  best  dress  was  on  himy 
Rolaudina^s  present,  in  honour  of  his  birth- 
day, and  as  Charlotte  took  the  flowers,  she 
saw  the  group  turning  and  gaadng  on  her 
boy. 

**Like  an  English  child,— ^very  beautiful,'' 
were  expressions  she  heard  from  them,  and 
taking  her  boy's  hand,  she  hastened  the  shortest 
way  to  her  huroUe  dwelUng-i^whilst  the  party 
continued  their  walk — when  she  reached  it, 
she  told  Ellen,  her  companion  of  so  pnany 
hours  of  her  happiness  and  miseiy,  her  tale. 

She  silently  admired  her  mistress'  faith- 
fulness towards  her  husband,  when  she  thus 
sacrificed  her  best  feelings,  lest  his  reputation 
should  sufier. 

When  little  Roland  was  in  bed,  Charlotte 
quietly  left  her  house,  muffled  up.  The  fair 
evening  had  changed,  and  a  thick  rain  de-*^ 
scended,   but  she  heeded  not  the  wet» — she 
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Visited  the  different  hotels,  for  she  reihembered 
Camilla's  declaration,  that  their  sitting  apart- 
ment was  on  the  groond  floor;  she  peeped 
through  every  window,  within  her  reach,  for 
in  the  darkening  twilight,  she  did  not  fea^ 
recognition ;  from  one  she  was  rudely  repelled 
by  a  waiter.  Lights  appeared  in  one  room, 
towards  the  window  of  it  nhe  hastened,  and 
there  was  within  such  a  group,  as  made  her 
heart  beat  Quickly.  A  large  table  was  in  the 
centre  of  the  room,  and  on  it  were  cups  and 
saucers,  and  plates  of  cakes.  Alicia  sat  near 
them,4)ouriBg  out  coffee,  add  by  her  side  was 
Manuel,  assisting  her.  A  young  lady  and 
gentleman  were  bending  over  a  map^  at  on^ 
end  of  the  table,  and  another  yoUng  lady  was 
twining  some  wild  flowers  into  a  wreath ;  this 
she  soon  finished,  and  going  towards  a  large 
mirror,  which  hung  suspended  on  one  side  of 
the  chamber,  she  fixed  it  in  her  beautiful 
black  hair,  and  turning  smilingly  to  the  others 
said  gaily : 


«ThsnkB  Co  tiiat  beantifol  boy's  asrie^  wt 
taet»  to  nighty  my  bead  is  deoomted-^liose  ure 
the  flowers  she  kft  under  the  tree  we  sew  her 
tittbg  by^— What  a  lonely  child  he  was!  yet 
he  seemed  so  shy^  he  would  not  speak,***! 
hope  we  may  see  him  to-morrow.  Arie  you 
tracing  our  route^  Mary?^^  asked  she  of  the 
other  young  lady»  and  ahe  sealed  herself  near 
her. 

^Tesy  Cammie^^'rapUsd  Mary, '< and  Adrian 
is  taking  down  the  distances,  that  we  may 
travel  leisurely  and  enjoy  ourselves*^' 

There  was  a  short  pause,  and  wid^  what 
loving  eyes  did  Charlotte  gase  on  the  groiqp* 
Manuel  had  grown  large  and  more  manly 
looking— Alicia  she  thought  bad  become  pale, 
but  Mary  and  Camilla,  the  Utde  sisters  of  her 
girlhood^  did  she  recognise  them  in  the  grown 
and  beautiful  girls  before  her,'^the  faces  we 
love  we  long  remember.  Mary  was  sUghtly 
changed,  but  Ciimmie,  the  rosy  pet  of  former 
years,  was  now  an  elegant,  slight  girl,  her  £M:e 
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«lmo8t  the  8ame-«<fpqr  and  ardesi,  and  i 
ing  still  the  pet  of  those  uoond  bsi; 

^PborLoftta!  and  poor  dear  Hewyf  said 
CamiUa,  breaking  the  silence^  ^hem  diey 
wottU  have  enjoyed  this  toiir^''  and  Charlotte 
saw  tears  gleam  in  her  bright  ejesc  ^^  Alicia^ 
is  it  not  strange  you  never  got  an  answer  to 
your  letter^  to  her^  after  your  marriage  ?'' 

^<  It  is  indeed/'  answered  Alicia  $  ^<  I  saw  in 
the  paper,  on  Friday  last^  in  London,  that 
Captain  Perde  had  obtained  his  Mqority, 
but  has  exchanged  ii:^  a  regiment  remaining 
in  Indii^  instead  of  returning  home-^they 
must  like  the  climate,  I  think,  and  it  must 
agree  with  them/' 

'« What  joy  will  my  letter  give  dear  Lotta !'' 
said  Mary ;  ^  Oh,  I  should  so  like  to  see  her 
now !  Adrian,  how  you  would  love  her  so,'^ 
and  she  turned  towards  her  husband. 

^'I  certainly  thou^  her  very  beantifu],'* 
replied  Adrian,  *<and  liked  her  extremely.'' 

^  I  wish  she  had  such  a  boy  as  the  (me  we 
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met  to  night^'^  said  Manuel,  ^  she  was  always 
so  fond  of  diildren." 

"  Oh,  we  were  such  pets  of  her^s,  Mary,*' 
exclaimed  Camilla,  ^'  long  ago,  and  I  never 
remember  her  speaking  crossly  to  us,  though 
we  often  bored  her  to  ptey  with  us/' 

"  When  I  saw  that  child^  this  evening,"  said 
Alicia,  *<  he  first  struck  me  as  like  my  little 
baby;  and  really  when  he  looked  up  with  his 
bright  and  beautiiul  smile,  he  reminded  me, 
for  the  moment,  of  Charlotte,  yet  she  had  the 
blackest  hair  and  eyes,  and  he  had  fair  hair 
and  the  v»y  bluest  eye  almost  I  ever  saw, 
like  a  dark  shaded  violet/^ 

And  there  stood  Lotta— the  stHl  loved 
Lotta — listening  to  every  word,  her  clothes 
thoroughly  wet,  and  many  a  time  she  thought 
of  rushing  in  among  them;  for  nearly  two 
hours  she  stood  there  still,  and  her  aching 
heart  found  relief  in  hearing  them  mention 
their  parents-^their  home — Miss  Maldon ;  and 
the  poor  thing  saw  the  good  nights,  and  the 
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fnSt  triumphed  over  the  sister^  and  home — 
to  her  ionm  she  went,  and  kissing  gently  her 
sleeping  hojy  she  gave  firee  scope  to  her 
tears.  And  for  all  this  love,  her  husband 
atill  left  her,  remained  in  India.  Ohl  the 
bitterness  of  the  thought,  that  he  had  entirely 
forgotten  her. 

The  next  week  brought  Charlotte  a  news- 
paper from  the  good-natured  banker;  she  saw 
her  husband's  exchange  of  regiment,  and 
among  the  fashionable  departures  for  the  con- 
tinent,  she  read  the  names  of  ^  Lord  Adrian 
Wilson,  and  Lady,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Manuel 
CyCarroU,  Miss  O'CarroU  and  suite,*'  and  she 
felt  she  could  enjoy  their  happiness. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 


And  years  quietly^  but  slowly,  rolled  on,  and 
little  Roland's  ninth  birth-day  had  passed,  and 
still  fonnd  Charlotte  the  same  devoted  mother, 
and  Roland  the  same  fond  and  docile  boy.  She 
bad  taught  him,  with  a  mother's  attentive  care^ 
what  she  well  could  teach,  but  she  saw  he 
often  wished  to  have  companions  of  his  own 
age,  and  she  therefore  placed  him,  as  a  day 
boarder,  at  a  cheap  boy^s  school,  in  the  town^ 
and  she,  during  his  absence — for  he  returned 
every  night— earned  more  than  enough  to  pay 
bis  school  expences,  by  giving  lessons  in  mu- 
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sic  and  singing,  at  a  young  ladies'  school,  and 
private  lessons  in  English,  to  one  or  two  fami- 
lies. Thus  her  time  passed,  and  every  holiday 
saw  Roland  as  well  provided  with  cakes  and 
fruit,  as  his  rich  companions. 

Now  the  fourteenth  anniversary  of  her  wed< 
ding-day  came,  and  it  dawned  in,  as  summer 
brightness,  as  if  no  cloud  had  obscured  the . 
happiness  she,  on  that  day,  thought  she  had 
secured,  and  Charlotte  in  the  evening  strayed 
with  her  son,  among  those  fields,  and  rested 
beneath  that  tree,  where  she  had  met  her 
brother  and  sisters,  since  then  her  favorite 
resting-place;  and  now,  as  she  sat  there  in 
the  stillness  of  that  calm  evening,  her  thoughts 
reverted  to  that  husband,  who  had  left  her  in 
coldness  and  dislike — who  on  that  day  had 
made  her  forget  her  duty  to  her  parents,  every 
thing  but  himself.  She  strolled  slowly  home 
with  her  boy  by  the  hand,  and  she  was  met 
at  the  door  by  Aline,  with  a  letter. 

^  It  had  only  just  come,"  she  said,  <<  and  as 
p  3 
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EUen  was  out,  and  it  was  marked  with  speed, 
her  mother  had  sent  her  with  it  to  Mrs.  Per- 
de.^ 

Charlotte  took  the  letter, — she  saw  the 
banker^s  writing,  her  sole  correspondent,  and 
she  opened  it  trembKngly,  fearing  her  little 
income  was  again  to  cease.  She  read  it  through, 
seemingly  without  much  excitement.  She 
turned  pale  as  marble,  and  Roland,  observing 
this,  ran  to  her — she  pressed  him  again  and 
again  to  her  bosom,  saying  franticly — ^  my 
boy — my  boy — my  own  loved  boy,  your  father 
is  returned,  is  in  England,  in  very  bad  health, 
and  he  sends  for  us  to  go  to  him,  and  to-mor- 
row we  will  leave  this — oh !  my  prayers  are 
heard— my  trials  will  be  over,  and  how  lovingly 
well  nurse  and  tend  thee,  dearest  Roland. — Look 
darling,  there  is  his  writing,'^  and  she  kissed 
and  kissed  again  a  few  words  he  had  penned, 
which  the  banker  enclosed,  they  were  only : — 

*'  Charlotte,  I  am  ill — dying  perhaps— if  you 
ever  loved  me  well,  come  now  to  me  without 
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delay.  Your  repentant  husband,  Roland  Per- 
cie/' 

"Oh!  don't  believe  he  is  so  ill,  dearest 
boy/*  said  Charlotte,  sobbing,  "  he  will  recover, 
we  will  take  him  to  Marthorpe — to  Ireland, 
and  we  shall  be  so  happy,  and  surely  my 
parents  will  now  forgive  me,"  and  she  wept 
plentifully,  in  very  joyousness  of  spirit,  and 
no  intreaty  was  necessary  to  urge  that  devoted 
wife  to  forgive  her  husband. 

The  banker  enclosed  Charlotte's  money,  she 
,  discharged  all  her  little  debts,  spent  the  night 
in  glad  preparations,  and  with  her  lovely  boy 
'  and  faithful  £llen  left  Dieppe  early  next  morn- 
ing. The  banker  awaited  her  in  London,  at 
an  hotel  he  had  fixed  on,  and  in  haste,  and 
with  many  anticipations  of  happiness,  she  has- 
tened from  the  carriage.  The  banker  met 
her  at  the  door  and  introduced  himself-r-Char- 
lotte  had  quite  forgotten  him— he  led  her 
tremblingly  into  a  room,  and  told  her  that  her 
husband  had  come  home,  but  to  die  V* 
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<'  Oh  1  let  me  go  to  him  instantly/^ftaid Char- 
lotte, weeping. 

'*  Not  while  you  are  so  much  exdted/'  ftaid 
the  banker  mournfully. 

**Oh!  I  will  check  my  feelings,'*  urged 
Charlotte,  ^*  believe  me  he  shall  see  no  emotion 
of  mine  to  distress,  or  harm  him/* 

''None  could  now  have  that  efifect,  Mrs. 
Percie,*'  said  he,  solemnly — ''  he  is  dead  since 
morning.*' 

Where  were  now  her  hopes  (>f  happiness? 
she  did  not  scream — no  sound  e9caped  herlips, 
but  she  followed  the  banker  into  a  room  adjoin- 
ing, noislessely  with  a  creeping  step,  as  if  she 
feared  to  awake  him,  who  lay  extended  before 
her  on  a  bed — ^stiflf  and  cold  in  death's  embrace 
-—his  face  was  worn  and  bronzed — his  once 
luxuriant  hair  was  scanty  and  grizzled,  and 
none  could  recognise  in  the  wreck  of  the  man 
before  them,  the  once  handsome  Roland 
Percie;  a  few  years  of  Indian  dissipation  had 
done  its  work. 


Charlotte  flung  henelf  <m  her  knees  by  the 
terpse^  and  kissed  again  and  again  those  clay 
cold  lips  that  had  caused  her  to  forget  home 
and  friends  and  country ;  now  indleed  she  felt 
the  full  punishment  of  her  fault,  and  her  heart 
would  have  broken  but  for  her  boyi 

It  is  a  heart-rending  sight  to  see  the  one  we 
loved  dearly  dead  before  us.«^To  know  that 
those  eyes  that  have  looked  so  kindly  on  us, 
are  dimmed  for  ever!  those  lips  that  spoke 
such  soft  sweet  words  are  mut6  for  ever  i  abd 
that  heart  that  beat  so  lovingly  for  us  is  stilled 
for  ever,  and  ever !  Poor  Roland  he  was  in 
the  very  prime  of  life,  many  happy  years 
might  have  been  his,  but  now  he  was  gone-^ 
never  more  to  gladden  the  friends  of  his  youth j 
his  desk  was  opened  and  there  were  found 
several  letters — one  to  the  banker  bequeathing 
his  wealth,  for  he  had  amassed  a  large  fortune 
in  the  Blast,  to  his  care  for  Charlotte.  There 
was  a  letter  to  Charlotte,  and  one  to  her  fiithec 
and  motherf  and  to  his  oWn  parents,  and  She 
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read  tier's  on  her  knees  by  tbe^orpse ;  it  was 
a  kind  and  loving  letter,  for  he  wrote  he  knew 
for  the  last  time — it  was  deeply  penitent  yet 
relying  on  her  forgiveness-^It  told  plainly  his 
errors  without  any  attempt  at  palliation.  He 
had  lived  he  said,  ^^  a  life  of  pleasure  and  dissi^ 
pation  in  India — sometimes  he  woidd  think,  of 
her,  and  promise  himself  he  would  be  a  good 
husband,  if  when  he  returned  he  found  her 
alive. — ^Tears  fleeted  by  him — ^he  liked  Us 
oriental  life,  and  he  continued  in  it  until  dis- 
ease came,  and  the  physidans  in  attendance  on 
him,  pronounced  his  only  chance  c^  life  lay  in 
areturi]^to  his  native  land — ^homeward  then 
he  CMne,  lingering  on  and  still  hoping  for  life 
when  settled  in  his  own  country.  In  London 
he  arrived  worn  to  a  mere  skeleton^  and  barely 
lived  six  days  after  his  arrival;  he  sent  for 
the  banker,  from  him  learned  Charlotte's  abode^ 
that  she  had  lived  al»oad  during  his  absence^ 
and  he  sent  for  her^^The  day  before  his  death 
he  had  ^written  these  letters,  fearing  she  might 
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come  too  late,  and  he  felt  his  hours  were  num« 
bered.  To  little  Roland  there  were  a  few  lines, 
telling  him  to  love  his  mother  well,  to  make 
her  forget  his  father's  neglect  hy  his  fondness. 
The  banker  sent  off  the  other  letters,  and 
added  a  line  on  an  envelope  of  each  by  Char- 
lotte's request,  to  say  she  had  arrived. 

By  the  corpse  she  watched  unceasingly  until 
it  was  conveyed  to  Marthorpe  churchyard,  its 
last  resting-place ;  and  then  poor  Charlotte, 
thought heryouthfut  fault  was  more  than  atoned 
for.  The  next  day  saw  Charlotte  in  a  raging 
fever,  and  no  persuasion  of  Mr.  Redding,  the 
good-natured  benker^  could  induce  young 
Roland  to  quit  his  mother's  room,  by  her  bed* 
side  he  watched  with  untiring  love,  and  when 
she  sat  up,  it  was  his  little  hands  smoothed 
the  pillows  that  supported  hei^^that  held  the 
cup  of  drink  to  her  parching  lips^  and  that 
watched  her  yet  heavy  eye  to  anticipate  her 
wishes.-^Two  months  after  her  husband's 
death  saw  her  scarcely  able  to  walk^  slowly 
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travelllDg  towards  Marthorpe  vicarage  attended 
by  Mr.  Ptercie— here  her  mother-in-law  receiv- 
ed her  with  subdued  grief,  and  nursed  her 
with  kindness,  and  young  Roland  in  his 
happy  youthful  forgetfuhiess  of  sorrow  regain- 
ed his  merriment,  and  did  more  by  his  childish 
endeavours  to  comfort  his  mother— to  restore 
her  to  peace,  than  any  of  the  attentions  she 
received  from  those  around  her.  And  all  this 
time  where  was  her  own  father — ^where  was 
his  forgiveness — his  love  ? 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 


It  was  a  fair,  beautiful  morning  in  August : 
in  the  breakfast  room^  at  Coomcarne  Park, 
was  Camilla  Q'CarroU,  seated  at  the  breakfast 
tablei  she  seemed  pale^  and  traces  of  recent 
tears  were  on  her  cheeks,  and  her  sole  break- 
fast, that  morning,  were  a  few  sips  of  tea ;  at 
the  table  were  two  doctors,  eminent  in  their 
profession,  they  had  been  sent  for  by  a  fond 
husband,  in  the  hope  of  warding  off  th6  foe 
that  threatened  to  rob  him  of  a  dearly  cherish- 
ed wife,  but  human  skill  could  not  then  tivaiU 
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The  windows  were  open  and  the  fresh  air  came 
in^  filled  with  the  odour  by  the  beautiful 
flowers  blooming  outside.  A  figure  appeared 
outside  and  vaulted  into  the  room. 

**  I  ran  all  the  way  across  the  fields  from 
home^  Aunt  Cammie,'*  said  the  new  comer^ 
^to  know  how  dear  grandmamma  was  this 
morning.  I  could  not  wait  to  have  the  pony 
saddled." 

**  She  is  in  the  same  way^  Harry/*  replied  Ca- 
milla^ ^^  indeed  she  passed  last  night  tranquilly^ 
and  is  now  dosing.  Dear  child^  you  are  heated 
and  flushed,  you  should  not  have  rua  so  bai^' 

^  Is  this  your  eldest  brother's  son.  Miss 
O'Carroll?"  asked  one  of  the  do(^rs,  who 
was  eating  his  breakfast  as  heartily  aa  if  sor- 
row and  death  were  not  around  him. 

*'  He  is  my  only  brother's  eldest  son/*  re- 
plied Camilla,  with  a  gentle  sigtu 

^<  A  very  fine  lad  indt^cd/'  quoth  the  second 
doctor;  '* how  many  brothers  and  sisters  have: 
youy  my  little  man  ?" 
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^  I  have  one  brother  and  two  sistersi  nr,**^ 
answered  Henry  O'CarrolU 

^^  I  remember  your  brother  Henry  well.  Miss 
(yCarroU^**  said  the  first  speaker,  *'  and  this 
child  seems  to  possess  a  strong  resemblance  to 
him/' 

«  We  lo¥C  to  think  so.  Doctor  W ,"  said 

she  gently,  and  breakfast  being  ended,  she 
sought  her  dying  mother's  room. 

Mrs.  O'CaiToU,  with  the  restlessness  of  dis- 
ease, wished  to  rise  fit)m  her  bed,  and  the 
doctors  weU  knowing  all  hopes  of  her  life  were 
vain,  permitted  her  to  do  so,  she  was  dressed 
with  such  fond  care  by  Camilla  and  Alicia,  and 
a  fond  husband  carried  her  gently  to  a  sofa, 
in  her  dressing  room,  and  there  she  lay,  a  yet 
handsome  woman. 

^'WiU  not  Manuel  come  to  me  to  day, 
Alicia  ?"  asked  the  invalid,  in  very  weak,  hol- 
low tones.  ^'I  should  like  to  see  him  once 
more,  the  dear  boy,  too,  how  like  our  Henry 
he  is  growing  love/'  said  she  to  her  husband.. 
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A  gentle  tap  was  hcaid  at  tile  door« 
^  Who  is  there  ?^  enquired  the  invalidU 
It  irae  the  perish  priest^  Father  Owen,  end 
with  ereiy  sentiment  of  piety  and  fervow,  the 
invalid  reoeiTed  the  last  aacraments  of  h9t 
chnrch.  Then  her  family  all  assembled  a^ 
round  her.  Manuel  was  there  with  Us  two 
eldest  childreui  and  Mri.  (yCamdl  spoke 
fondly  to  all ;  asMng  the  group,  she  was  the 
only  one  disposed  to  converse^  her  hmband 
was  seated  near  her^  evety  now  end  then  sup^ 
porting  her  bead  on  his  bosottu  Can^Ua  and 
Alioa  and  Miss  MaldM  were  paie^  and  hi 
the  deepest  grief. 

^Tou  all  feel  this  too  mueh/'  said  Mrs. 
O'CanroU,  her  voioe  stronger  than  it  had  been 
for  days,  '*but  soon  we  shaU  aU  meet  again, 
where  no  cares  disturb  one-«-where  none  die. 
Who  told  me  Boland  P^de  ivas  deed  ^^ 

<<None  dearest  Caaulla^^  replied  her  hus- 
band <'he  is  still  with  his  regiment  in  India." 
<«  But  he  is  dead-«*-l  tellyiMise^  Hemty,*^  seid 
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she^  ^  he  died  two  days  ago/'  and  in  truth  he 
had  though  none  there  knew  it  then;  '^and 
poor  Charlotte/'  continued  ehe^  ^<how  mj 
heart  has  bled  for  her  att  these  long,  long 
years;  you  will  love  her,  now}  dearest 
Henry>  and  never  again  cause  her  a  tnotnent'a 
care,  promise  me  that.'' 

^  I  do  so  most  solemnly^  dear  Camilla/'  an- 
swered hck 

^'IknowyoowiBymylove^"  said  she,  fiiiniU 
ly,  ''you  have  even  been  a  oomfbrt  to  me^ 
through  our  married  life  you  have  been  my 
joy,  and  in  dying,  my  only  regret  is  that  you 
will  miss  me,  but  Lotta  will  now  supply  my 
place,  and  little  Roland,  you  must  love  him 
too.** 

Camilla  sobbed  loudly* 

''Oh I  Cammie,  my  darling,  why  do  you 
weep  so?  you  know  we  must  all  die--«it  is 
only  one  before  the  other— what  hotur  is  that 
strikmg?'' 

"It  is  three  o'clock,  dearest  Camilla,"  said 
her  husband/^ 
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"OhI  80  late/* 

^Dearest  Mamma/'  said  Camilla,  ''you 
must  take  a  little  broth  now^  it  is  your  hour,'^ 
and  the  amiable  invalid  took  it  from  the  hands 
of  her  daughter^  and  it  was  the  last  food  she 
evertasted* 

''What  a  bright  day  it  has  been,  Henry  f 
and  to  end  so  sadly,^  said  she  laying  her  head 
heavily  on  his  bosom.  But  the  world  I  am 
going  to  is  fairer  than  all,  and  our  boy  will 
meet  me.  How  good  the  Almighty  is  I  haw 
wonderful  are  his  ways!  and  muttering  a 
prayer,  she  gently  breathed  her  last  sigh,  in 
the  arms  of  her  husband.  Deep,  and  heartfelt 
was  the  grief  her  death  caused. 

Who  that  has  been  in  the  house  with  the  dead 
body  of  those  they  love  can  forget  the  feelings 
they  experienced.  The  funeral  comes  with  a 
kind  of  reUef  to  them,  love  they  that  departed 
being  ever  so  fondly~>-there  is  something  of  rest 
connected  with  the  tomb,  which  one  cannot  as- 
sociate with  the  dead  body  lying  there  in  ita 
feightfu],  ghastliness^ 
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'  Mrs.  O'CarroU's  funeral  was  attended  by 
many  sorrowing  hearts*  Her  benevolence  had 
been  unbounded^  and,  if  according  to  the 
belief  of  her  faith^  prayers  avail  the  departed 
soul^  she  had  them  offered  up  for  her  with  all 
the  ardour  that  distinguishes  the  prayers  of 
ah  Irish  catholic. 

Poor  Charlotte  for  sometime  did  not  learn 
the  new  affliction  that  had  befallen  her; 
her  state  of  health  continued  too  weak  to  risk 
any  shocks  and  but  for  the  love  she  bore  her 
beautiful  boy^  she  would  have  sunk  beneath 
the  accumulation  of  misery.  She  had  been 
six  months  a  widow  when  she  learned  the 
tidings  of  her  mother's  death — ^a  letter,  a  fond 
letter  from  her  father^  told  her  of  |it,  and  Char< 
lotte  felt  how  true  it  is  that  this  world  is  full 
of  the  bitterest  trials.  She,  at  her  still  young 
age, — she  was  but  thirty-three —  in  the  prime 
of  Womanhood^  to  have  suffered  so  much. 
She  sought  in  religion,  the  only  real  soother 
of  earthly  woes.    Her  father  asked  her  to  come 
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to  her  home^  to  make  it  her  dweDing  place  and 
her  son's  for  their  lii^  time^  but  she  would  not 
thus  consent  to  quit  entirely  her  husband'3 
home.  She  remained  at  Martfaolp^  Vicamge 
until  the  following  spring,  and  then,  accomt* 
panied  by  her  iaithful  maid  Ellen,  and  her 
lovely  boy,  she  arrived  at  Ooomcame  TfnA, 
Toung  Roland  had  never  been  there  and  he 
expressed  his  admiration  very  warmly  as  they 
drove  through  the  avenue,  and  her  thoughts 
wandered  to  the  last  two  returns  to  this  beau^ 
tiful  home,*-'first  as  a  young  gay  girl,  eman* 
cipated  from  school,  and  then  as  a  happy  girl, 
the  affianced  of  her  dearly  loved  husband,  and 
ahe  wept  unrestrainedly. 

'<  Dearest  mamma,  for  my  sake,''  said  her 
son,  tenderly,  '*  do  not  cry  so,"  tod  tears 
started  to  his  own  bright  eyes  I  ^  you  mak^ 
me  quite  miserable.*' 

They  risached  the  hall  dooi^  and  Charlotte, 
as  she  descended  the  carriage  steps,  thought 
of  the  fond  welcome  she  once  before  got  there, 


Tn%  £LOPBMBNT.  331 

on  her  return  from  school.  Manuel  only  re* 
ceived  her^  he  folded  her  in  his  arms,  and  nei« 
ther  spoke,  he  led  her  towards  the  drawing- 
room,  her  father  was  there  alone,  and  she 
threw  herself  into  her  father's  arms^  and  sob-* 
bed  out  her  sorrow  for  having  caused  him  any 
vexation. 

'^  It  is  all  passed  now,  my  child/'  said  he 
in  a  subdued  voice,  *^  you  have  suffered  deeply^ 
and  Oh  !  we  have  suffered  too/'  and  tears 
trickled  down  his  cheeks* 

It  was  months  before  Charlotte  regained 
hw  oomposiire^  here  with  the  children  she 
would  sit  and  listen  to  their  prattle,  and  only 
when  Roland  asked  her  to  do  any  thing  for 
him,  did  she  exert  herself ;  her  grief  was  set« 
tled,  it  annoyed  none,-^she  seldom  wept  but 
when  alonc'-*^she  had  become  prematurely 
old. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 


Five  years  after  Roland  Perde's  death  his 
widow,  still  clad  in  deep  mourning)  sat  work- 
ing by  an  open  window  in  a  small  cottage — it 
was  a  pretty^  neat  place,  within  half  a  mile  o£ 
the  town  of  Marthorpe,  and  from  the  window 
where  Charlotte  sat,  you  could  see  amid  the 
trees  the  old  church,  near  which  reposed  the 
ashes  of  her  husband.  She  was  little  changed 
since  last  we  saw  her,  either  in  appearance  or 
feelings.  Her  cottage — ^the  residence  she  chose 
amid  many  oJBTered  her — was  in  a  sweet,  quiet 
spot,  and  kept  so  neatly  arranged.     She  sat 
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tbere  now,  embroidering  a  waistcoat^  and  to 
look  on  her  you  would  know  it  was  for  some 
loved  one,  so  carefully  did  she  draw  each  stitch. 
She  pauses  in  her  work,  and  you  may  see  a 
tear  tremble  in  her  eye  as  she  looks  towards 
the  last  resting-place  of  the  one^  whose  memory 
she  so  deeply  loved — and  she  thinks  too  of  her 
visit  to  that  same  old  churchyard  with  Emma 
Leslie,  as  a  young,  blithesome  girl,  and  she 
remembers  a  sort  of  awe  that  stole  upon  her 
there  in  the  midst  of  her  gaiety^  when  Emma 
talked  of  her  grave.  How  little  she  then 
thought  she  should  walk  almost  daily  to  that 
some  churchyard,  to  kneel  by  her  husband's 
tomb. 

The  door  of  her  sitting*  room  opened,  and 
our  old  friend  Ellen,  in  a  very  prim  dress, 
plainljp  showing  her  to  be  an  old  maid,  entered. 

<^  He  ought  soon  to  be  here  now,  Ellen," 
said  Charlotte,  raising  herself  from  her  work — 
it  is  past  coach  hour." 

<'  He  will  soon^  don't  fear^  dear  mistress," 
said  Ellen. 
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He  will  like  his  new  room,  1  thixik*"  ob« 
served  Charlotte.  ^^  Where  are  his  dogs?  I 
should  wish  them  to  be  in  here  to  wdoome 
him,''  and  three  wdUfed  dogs  answered  to  a 
call  and  came  bouncing  in»  ^  I  hope  his  horse 
is  in  good  condition/'  said  the  anxious  mother 
—and  her  voice,  though  it  had  lost  none  of  its 
sweetness,  had  yet  a  mournful  tone. 

There  was  a  slight  noise  outside-^the  dogs 
barked  in  chorus,  the  door  opened,  and  a  tall, 
beautifully-formed  young  man  rushed  into 
Charlotte's  arms. 

**  My  beloved  mother,"-^^  My  darling  boy,'* 
were  exchanged  between  them,  and  a  long  em- 
brace followed,  and  Ellen  was  not  forgotten. 
Roland  shook  hands  with  her,  and  taking  a 
parcel  from  his  coat  podket,  gave  it  to  her, 
saying,  ^  here  is  a  prayer-book  I  brought  you 
all  the  way  from  B-~— ,^  a  very  handsomely 
bound  one  it  waa.  Charlotte  gaxed  ddighted- 
ly  on  the  noble  countenance  of  her  son. 

<<  Dear  mother,  I  have  brought  you  five  pre- 
miums.    I  knew  they  were  the  presdnts  you 
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ple«9are  at  her  eager  e^minations  of  his 
pri^esp.  and  her  praise  of  his  exertions  sounded 
far  moire  sweetly  on  his  ear  than  the  m^nj  ea- 
comiums  he  bad  received  from  his  masters,  at 
college*  And  did  not  CbarloUe  feel  happy  as 
she  gased  that  day  on  her  boy  and  knew  of  his 
warm  attachment  to  her.  Assuredly  she  did, 
and  regrets  for  the  past  were  mellowed  by 
present  content. 

After  an  early  dinner  mother  and  son  walk- 
ed to  Marthorpe  churchyard,  and  both  knelt 
long  by  the  side  of  a  handsome  tomb,  beneath 
which  lay  the  mother's  husband  and  the  son's 
father.  No  weed  was  allowed  to  grow  near 
that  loved  grave — ^around  it  was  a  strong  iron 
paling  with  a  small  gate,  which  the  mother 
kept  bcked — ^inside  the  railing  grew  and  throve 
there  a  laurel  hedge,  and  inside  this  was  all 
round  a  bed  of  flowers — ^how  they  flourished 
there  under  the  care  of  that  devQted  wife ! 

<<Com^  dear  mother,  come,"  said  young 
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Rolandi  coaxingly^  ^^  we  must  pay  the  vicar« 
age  a  visit/'  and  he  drew  his  mother  away  from 
that  tomb,  and  slowly  they  wended  their  way 
to  where  a  kind  welcome  awaited  them.    Old 
Mr.   Percie  dearly  loved  his  grandson;   he, 
though  now  much  advanced  in  years,  was  still 
active  and  lively,  and  his  wife's  health,  though 
delicate,  was  not   precarious,  and  both  their 
attachment  to  the  widow  of  their   son  had 
something  bordering  on  veneration  in  it — they 
knew  all  she  had  suffered — ^what  a  wife  she 
proved  herself  amid  her  husband's  neglect,  and 
they  loved  and  cherished  her  in  her  affliction. 
'*How  like  his  poor  father  Roland  grows 
every  year,  my  dear  Charlotte,"  said  her  fa- 
ther-in-law to  her,  as  they  stood  together  in 
the  drawing-room  of  the  vicarage;   and  this 
was  a  likeness  she,  poor  thing,  loved  to  hear. 
Barton  Percie  lived  almost  entirely  at  Mar- 
thorpe  vicarage.    He  had  given  up  the  law 
long  since,  or,  as  some  of  his  witty  friends 
observed,  *^  the  law  had  given  him  up."    His 
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wife  was  there,  and  quite  happy,  in  a  natural 
coldness  of  disposition,  which  made  her  care- 
less about  her  husband's  love.  Barton  liked 
her  **  well  enough,"  as  he  expressed  himself — 
they  had  no  family,  and  they  got  on  together 
in  a  very  common-place  sort  of  way. 

^^  Well,  my  dear  boy,  have  you  decided  yet 
on  what  profession  you  will  choose  ?''  asked  his 
grandfather,  seating  himself  near  Roland,  who 
was  busy  describing  his  college  life  to  his 
grandmother. 

'*  I  should  prefer  the  army  to  any  profession, 
my  dear  sir,'*  replied  he  eagerly,  **but— -*' 

"And  why* but,*  my  love?'*  enquired  his 
grandmother;  "it  was  your  poor  father's 
choice.** 

"Were  I  to  become  an  officer,  grandmother," 
said  the  young  man,  "I  might  be  sent  on 
foreign  service — '^  and  he  hesitated. 

"  I  understand  you,  love,"  said  Mrs.  Percie ; 
**  what  would  your  dear  mother  feel  if  you 
were  separated  ?'* 

VOL.   II.  Q 
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'*  She  has  been  sorely  tried  in  this  life,  and 
that  dutiful  love  of  yours  does  honour  to  your 
heart,  my  boy,^  said  Mr.  Perde,  approvingly. 

''  Then  the  law  is  what  Pll  choose,  grand- 
father/' exclaimed  Roland,  '^that  is,'^  added  he 
modestly,  <4f  I  have  talent  enough  for  if 

^'  I  believe  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  that, 
Roland,''  said  Mr.  Perde ;  '^  but,  if  you  dislike 
it  after  a  trial,  you  can  give  it  up — ^indeed  there 
is  no  absolute  necessity  for  your  following  any 
profession.  The  banker  in  London  has  a  con- 
siderable sum  of  money  of  yours,  and  your 
mother's  pension." 

^^  Oh,  my  dear  sir,  I  should  hate  an  inactive 
life,"  interrupted  Roland;  '^but  you  know  I 
have  a  year  more,  before  I  leave  O—  coU 
Icge." 

^^  Do  you  really  prefer  it  to  going  to  any  of 
our  universities,  Roland  ?"  asked  Barton  Per- 
cie. 

^^  I  do,  indeed,  uncle,^'  answered  Roland  ;^<  I 
think  it  a  super-excellent  school,  where  the 
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soundest  education  may  be  obtained.  The 
study  of  the  English  language^  often  neglected 
at  other  colleges^  they  there  strictly  attend  to ; 
and  the  classics  are  taught  ably  and  thorough- 
ly. Lord  ArchgoUe,  who  is,  you  know,  con- 
sidered such  a  learned  man,  decides  that  it  is 
certainly  the  best  English  school.'^ 

'^  Do  they  teach  eloquence,  there,  Roland  V^ 
asked  Barton,  with  a  slight  sneer. 

Soon  after,  Roland  and  his  mother  sauntered 
homewards.  A  beautiful  balmy  June  night  it 
was,  with  the  moon  shining  clearly  in  the  deep 
blue  heavens. 

'^And  you  continue  to  like  your  college 
life,  my  son,'^  said  his  mother,  in  her  sof^,  fond 
voice. 

«*  I  do,  dearly,  mother,"  responded  he;  "this 
year,  you  know.  Lord  ArchgoUe  made  it  much 
pleasanter,  for,  since  his  return  fi'om  the  Con- 
tinent, he  has  resided  at  his  place,  in  S— — 
shire,  only  ten  miles  from  O— •  college,  and 
he  visited  me  frequently  and  brought  the  best 
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books  with  him.  He  has,  on  play-days,  spent 
hours  in  my  room^  directing  my  taste  for  litef- 
ature^  and  often  speaking  of  you^  mother, — a 
theme  always  dear  to  me ;  but  I  assure  you^ 
you  need  dread  no  renewal  of  his  proposals — 
he  esteems  your  devotion  to  the  dead  too  muck 
for  that/^ — the  young  man  was  completely  in 
his  mother's  confidence — ^^1  spent  a  week 
with  Lord  ArchgoUe/'  continued  Roland^  and 
I  made  the  acquaintance  of  his  only  child^ 
Lady  Josephine.^ 

"  And  what  do  you  th'nk  of  her  my  love  "i^ 
asked  his  mother,  a  little  eagerly. 

^<  Why,  Mamma,  to  tell  you  truth,  I  do  ad- 
mire her  excessively-— she  i&  pretty — ^but  that 
is  not  her  charm,  but  the  total  absence  from 
allaffectation  which  she  possesses,  she  with  such 
brilliant  expectations — that  is  her  charm,  mo* 
tber.'^ 

^*  She  is  nearly  fifteen,/  said  Chariotte ; 
does  her  father  seem  to  love  her  much  ?'' 

**  Extremely^  mother/'  was  the  young  man'ls 
reply* 
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They  gained  their  home^  and  Charlotte  lay 
awake  hours  that  nighty  thinking  of  her  son 
— ^if  he  should  form  an  unfortunate  attachment 
to  Lady  Josephine,  if  her  beloved  son's  hap- 
piness was  destroyed^  how  miserable  she 
would  be* 

The  next  week  the  mother  and  son  went  to 
Coomcame  Park,  to  pass  some  of  the  vacation 
there :  during  that  time  Roland  had  frequent 
letters  from  Lord  ArchgoUe,  and  ^in  every  one 
Lady  Josephine  was  mentioned,  and  the  mother 
saw  the  father,  at  least,  would  not  oppose  her 
son's  alliance  with  his  daughter,  if  they  wished 
for  it. 


a  3 


342  THB   KSX>FEMXl»T«r 


CHAPTER  XXX. 


And  now  yean  again  had  rolled  by  bringing 
few  changes  to  the  Dramatis  Persons  of 
this  tale;  Charlotte  continued  the  same  de- 
voted mother^  doing  what  good  she  could, 
trying  to  alleviate  distress^  and  either  at  her 
simple  cottage^  near  Marthorpe^  or  at  Coom- 
came  Park,  many  a  blessing  was  showered 
on  her  path^  and  the  wishes  of  the  widow  and 
the  orphan  took  effect,  and  she  experienced 
a  quiet  content.  Often,  indeed,  she  would 
sigh  over  the  blighted  dreams  of  her  love,  but 
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these  regrets  were  in  secret^  her  meek  resig- 
nation betrayed  no  outward  sorrow. 

A  bright  August  aflemoon^  a  large  party 
assembled  in  the  drawing  room  at  Coomcarne 
Park,  to  celebrate  the  natal  day  of  Roland 
Percie — ^his  completing  his  twenty-first  year. 
The  large  drawing  room  was  quite  filled ;  by 
the  fire,  in  an  easy  chair — though  warm  wea- 
ther there  was  a  fire — sat  an  old  man,  next 
him  was  a  pale  lady,  whose  hand  he  held 
clasped  in  his,  and  he  seemed  to  be  saying 
something  very  affectionate  to  her — ^it  was  our 
heroine,  not  much  altered  since  we  described 
her  last,  perhaps  her  hair  had  grown  some 
shade  whiter,  but  her  simple  mourning  cap 
nearly  concealed  it;  she  continued  to  wear 
black.  By  her  side  stood  her  son  with  daz- 
zling gaiety  shining  in  his  bright  blue  eyes ; 
he  had  a  small  turquoise  ring  on  his  finger — 
it  is  the  gift  of  his  affianced  bride.  There 
was  Manual  in  the  prime  of  life  with  his  wife 
beside  him,  both  looking  very  contentedly  at 
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their  youngest  daughter,  a  child  of  four  years 
old,  who  was  seated  on  the  carpet  near  them 
playing  with  a  dog.  Mary  and  Adrian,  and 
Camilla  and  her  husband,  Richard  Leslie,  were 
there,  and  there  were  groups  of  young  crea- 
tures, the  eldest  Henry  O'Carroll,  Manuel's 
eldest  son,  and  the  youngest  Camilla's 
youngest,  a  baby  of  a  year  old— all  lovely 
and  gay — ^looking  like  so  many  brothers  and 
sisters — ^and  Miss  Maiden  was  there  too  seated 
dose  to  the  fire,  very  old  she  had  grown,  but 
a  sturdy  boy  from  the  group  stood  by  her 
knee,  and  listened  attentively  to  her  explana- 
tion of  a  child's  picture-book.  It  was  a  beau- 
tiful family  meeting. — ^Tet  when  those  that 
have  passed  many  years  amid  the  toils  and 
troubles  of  life  meet  together,  how  very  seldom 
can  be  found  such  a  reunion  free  from  regrets 
for  the  unforgotten  dead.  And  all  there  as- 
sembled that  evening  had  some  one  to  sigh 
for — some  sad  remembrances  of  the  past. 
But  it  was  a  happy  meetings  for  time  softens 


THE  SLOPEHENT.  S45 

down  an  the  roughest  edges  of  grief^  and 
sweetens  the  bitterness  of  it. 

The  evening  passed  on  happily,  among  so 
many  fair  and  happy  young  creatures,  it  was 
impossible  to  be  sad. 

^  Mother,  I  have  just  now  had  such  a  letter 
by  the  post  as  makes  me  the  happiest  of  mor- 
tab/'  observed  Roland. 

She  smiled  delightedly  on  her  son. 

^  It  is  from  Lord  Archgolle/'  continued  he> 
^  and  everything  I  could  wish  it  to  be/^ 

^Touwill  come  with  me  by  and  bye,  my 
d€»ar  Boland,  to  my  dressing  room,'^  said  his 
mother  tenderly,  *<  and  then  we  will  discuss 
the  contents  of  the  letter  at  our  ease — ^now,  if 
we  left  the  circle,  it  would  break  on  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  party.'^ 

And  Rohuid,  how  gracefully  and  gaily  he 
danced  with  his  young  cousins  that  evening, 
and  fondly  his  mother  watched  his  happy 
movements. 

At  a  late  hour  the  party  separated,  and 
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Roland  went  with  his  mother  to  her  dressing- 
room — Lord  Archgolie's  letter  was  read  over 
and  over  again,  and  no  fault  could  the  fond 
mother  find  with  it. — ^A  very  sincere  attach- 
ment had  been  formed  between  young  Roland 
Percie  and  Lord  Archgolle's  only  child^  the 
Lady  Josephine  Spencer ;  the  father  had  tried 
to  foster  its  growth,  it  was  an  alliance  he 
fondly  wished  for — and  the  mother  could  not 
cast  a  shade  of  sorrow  on  her  son's  love«dream* 
And  now  there  was  Lord  Archgolle*s  full  and 
delighted  concurrence  in  all  Roland^s  wishes. 

'^  My  own,  beloved  son/^  said  Charlotte,  em« 
bracing  him  fondly-—^*  for  twenty  one  years  you 
have  made  your  mother's  happiness — ^in  sick- 
ness and  in  health  you  have  alike  been  my 
joy  and  comfort,  and  now  your  happy  marriage 
will  fill  up  the  measure  of  my  wishes  for  you — 
you  are  young  it  is  true,  and  so  is  Lady 
Josephine." 

<^But,*'  interrupted  Roland,  ^<you  must  live 
with  us^  dear,  dear  mother,  and   guide  ua 
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during  our  youth,  and  be  our  stay — our  safe- 
guard— my  happioesB  would  be  very  incom** 
plete  without  you  to  witness  it.  I  don't  for« 
get,  my  beloved  mother,  all  your  care  of  me 
since  my  childhood — I  am  not  ungrateful,  and, 
were  I  not  sure  Josephine  will  love  you  as 
tenderly  as  I  do,  she  should  not  be  my  wife. — 
Don't  fear  to  meet  Lord  ArchgoUe,"  continued 
the  young  man,  '^  he  is  resolved  to  live  abroad 
after  our  marriage." 

'^  I  will  not  leave  you,  my  son,'^  said  his 
mother,  moved  by  his  affection.  ^And  if 
your  wife  prove  every  thing  I  wish  her,  then  I 
will  go  rejoicing  to  my  grave.  —Dearest  Ro- 
land, you  know  how  much  my  parents  loved 
me — how  completely  I  was  indulged  during 
both  my  childhood  and  girlhood— I  eloped 
with  your  father — I  married  him  without  a 
parent's  blessing — I  forgot  my  duty  as  a  child 
*— but  my  fault  has  been  fully  punished.--* 
Good  night  now,  my  son — it  is  late — dream 
sweetly  of  the  bright  days  before  you,  and 
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may  yoa  have  all  the  enjoyment  that  a  happy 
marriage  can  bring,  and  with  many  a  blessing 
will  yomr  mother  welcome  yoiu*  wife-^for  too 
well  she  can  tell  all  the  miseries  that  may 
spring  from  an  Elopbmbrt  !'' 


My  tale  is  ended — it  is  unnecessary  to  point 
the  moral ;  but,  my  young  readers  wiD  I  hope 
discover,  and  reflect  on  it. 


THE   BND. 


FHnted  by  Q.  Vmd,  Angd  Hill,  Buiy. 
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